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PREFACE 

The beaten paths of poetic literatnre lie alluringly 
open to the eye in a, book of aelected quotations. 
Thougb bf-pathe are only glimpsed, there ia ample room 
for wandering here, where the approval of the many has 
marked the way and the enthuBiaBm of the thoughtful 
baa made it familiar and loved. 

Being a poet means that one reiponds to the great 
uniTerea) experiences of the race with a sense of their 
luiiverMlily, — not simply witii the reaction of the indi- 
yidual. liierefore, to the greatest poets the common 
lot opens vistas of infini^, and the brief earth-life 
reverberations of et«mit7. So — 

"Our echoes roll from soul to soul. 
And grow forever and forever-" 

Here we enter a sonnding chamber of the echoes, and, 
however humble we may be, we find that the voices are 
those of friends and brothers. 

The great experiences of lite are the same for the 
man of wealth and the day-laborer, the hero and the 
criminal, the genius and the incompetent man. Though 
the thoughts of each differ from those of every other, 
yet the emotions have an amazing similarity. In heart 
humanity bears a common likeness. For this reason a 
compilation centers around the great emotions and their 
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4 Preface 

attendant ideas, — or, rather, around the great c 
experiences and their attendant emotions and ideas. 

He who is looking for an apt and authoritative 
quotation to approve his thought, and he who desires, 
for spiritual consolation along the waj, an epitome of 
life %nUi its heights and depths undiminished, will alike 
find here his desire. 

While the poeta are daily singing, a eomprebensive 
collection of the sweetest notes of tbeir songs is clearly 
impossible. Where so much music is, however, even the 
few tones of a. small collection may make a symphony 
of thought which shall enliven the working day. 
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THE HANDBOOK OF 
QUOTATIONS 

Afeienee. 

Ye flowers that droop, forBAken by the spring; 
Ye birdi that, left bj siuamer, ceue to eing; 
Ye treee that fade, when autumn heats remove. 
Say, » not absence death to those who lovet 

Pope: Atttttmn. 

There's not an hour 
Of day or dreaming nights but I am with thee: 
There's not a wind but whispeis of thy name, 
And not a flower tbat sleeps beneath the moon 
But in its hues or fragrance tells a tale 
Of thee. 

Frocler; MiratidoJa. 

Tboui^ absent, present' in desires they be ; 
Our souls mueh further than our eyea can see. 

Drayton. 

Though lost to sight, to memory dear 
Thou ever wilt nmain. 

Oeorge Linley: Song. 
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10 The Handbook of Quotations 

Oh I couldet thou but knov 
With what a de«p devotedness of woe 

I wept thy absence — o'er and o'er again 
Thinking of thee, still tbee, till tiiought grew pain, 
And memoij, like a drop that, night and day, 
Fftlle cold and ceaseless, wore my heart &wa;t 

Moore: Lalia BootcK 

Think'st tbou that I could bear to part 
From thee, and learn to halve my heart! 
Tears have not seen, time shall not see 
The hour that tears my soul from thee. 

Byron: Bride of AbgdoB. 

Where'er I roam, whatever reslms to see, 
tSj heart untiavel'd, fondly turns to thee. 

Ooldemith: Tritveller. 

Aetion, AettTltjr, Ivdnttir; see lAbor. 

Great things thro* greatest hazards are achiev'd, 
And then they shine. 

Beaumont and Fletcher; Loyal Svbjeet. 

Oar acts our angels are, or good or ill, 
Our fatal shadows that walk I^ us still. 

Fteteher: On an Honett Man'* Fortune. 

II it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly. 

Bhakeapeare: MaiAeth. 

Who does the best his circumstance allows. 
Does well, acts nobly, — angels oould no more. 

Toimg: Night Thoughts. 
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The Handbook of Quotatiom 11 

How Blow the tlma 
To the warm bou), tiiat, in the very instaot 
It fomiB, would execute a great design t 

Thornton. 

The keen apirit 
Seiiea tiie prompt occaaion, — makes the tiiou^ta 
Start into instant action, and at onoe 
Plana and performs, resolves and esecuteal 

Bannah Hon. 
Let UB then be up and doing. 

With a heart for every fate; 

Btili achieving, atill pursuing, 

Learn to labor and to wait. 

LoH^tUow. 

Advenlty, Affliction, Kiifortune. 
The good are better made hj 111, 
As odota OTOsb'd are sweeter still. 

Bogon: JaoqtKUno. 

So do the winds and thunder cleanse Qie air. 
So working bees settle and purge the wine; 

So lopp'd and pninM trees do flourlah fair; 
So doth the Ore the drosajr gold refine. 

Spenter: FaSrle Qiieew, 

Of all affliction taught a lover yet 
TIs Bure the hardest adence to forget I 

Pope. 

Affliction is the good man's shining soene; 

FroBperitj conceals his brightest ray; 

Ab night to stars, woe luster gives to man. 

Young: Night ThougkU. 
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12 The Handbook of QuotaUom 

He went like one that hath been atimii'd, 

Aud ia of senae forlorn: 
A sadder and a wiser man 

He rose the morrow mom. 

Coleridge: Anoimtt Mariner, 

I have not quailed to danger's brow 
When high and happy — need I nowT 

Byron: Qiatmr. 

I am not now in fortune's power: 
He that is down, can fall no lower. 

fiitfler: ffwdibraa. 

Wise men ne'er sit and wail their loss, 
But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 

81wk«»peare: 3 Betuy VI. 

Sweet are the uses of adversity. 

Which, like the toad, uglf and venomoiu, 

Wears ytt a precious jewel in hia head. 

Shakeapeare: At Tott I^ke It. 

AdTloe, Counsel. 

Let me entreat 
You to unfold the anguish of your heart; 
Mishaps are maater'd by advice discreet. 
And counsel mitigates the greatest smart. 

Spenser: FaSrie Qtieene. 

; but few thy Tolce ; 
but reserve thy judgment, 
fhoifcetpaare; Hamlet. 

Love all, trust a few. 
Do wrong to none: be able for thine enen^ 
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The Handbook of Quotations 18 

Rather in power than use; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key: be cbeok'd for lilenoa. 
But never taz'd for speech. 

Bkaketpeatv: Affa Well That EndM Well 

Give thy thougfata no tongue. 

Nor any unproportion'd thou^t his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The friends thou htet, and their adoption tried. 

Grapple ihem to thy soul with hoops of steel: 

Bat do not dull thy palm with entertainment 

Of each new-hat«h'd, unfledged comrade. 

Shakespeare: BamM. 

Love tbyself last; cherish those hearts that hate 

thee; 

Corruption wins not more than honeafy. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 
To silence envious tongues. 

Shakespeare: Henry Vllt. 

Age, Old Age; see Time and Tonth. 
Qrow old along with me I 
The best is yet to be. 

The last of life, for which the first was made: 
Our times are In his hand 
Who saith, " A whole I planned, 
Youth shows but half; trust Ood: see all, nor be 

Youth ended, I shall try 
My gain or loss thereby; 
Leave the fire ashes, what survives is gold: 
And I shall wei^ the same. 
Give life its praise or blame: 
Young, all lay in dispute; I shall know, being old. 
Browning: Babbi Btn Bssra. 
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All the world's a, Btftge, 
And all the men and women metely play«n : 
Thejr hftTe their exite and their entranoea; 
And one man in hia time playa many parta. 
Hi* acts being seven ages. 

Shaketpeare: Aa Ton Lik« It. 

Age cannot wiOieT her. 

Bkaketpeare: Antony and Cleopatra. 

Why griera that Time has brou^t so soon 

The sober age of manhood onT 
As idly should 1 weep at noon 

To see tlie blush of morning gcme. 

Btyant. 
An age that melts with unperceived decay. 
And glides in modest innocence away; 
Whose peaceful Day benerolence endears. 
Whose Night congratutating conscience cheers; 
The general favorite as the general friend: 
Buch age Qiere is, and who shall wish itA endf 
Dr. ■ • 



Tia the sunset ol life gives us mystical lore, 
And coming events east their shadows before. 

Oamphell: Fhaturea of Hope. 

Tears following years, st«al something every day; 
At last they steal us from ourselves away. 

Pope. 
Of no distemper, of no blast he died, 
But fell like autumn fmit that mellowed long, 
Kven wondered at became he dropt no sooneri 
Fate Beem'd to wind him up for fourscore years; 
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Yet freshly ran he on ten wintera more. 
Till, like a dock worn out with eating time. 
The wheels of wMry life at last stood still. 

Dryden: CEdipiu. 

Stronger by weakness, wiser men become, 
As they draw near to their eternal home. 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once tliey view, 
That stand upon the threshold of the new. 

Bdmund Watter. 

— ^I left him in a green old age, 
And looking like the oak, worn, but still steady 
Amidst Ok elements, whilst younger trees 
Fell fast around him. 

Byron: Werner, 

Yet time, who changes all, had altered him 
In soul and aspect as in age: years st«al 
Fire from the mind as rigor from the limb: 
And life's enchanted cup but sparkles near the brim. 
Byron: Ohilde Hanld. 

What is the worst of woes that wait on age? 
What stamps ths wrinkle deeper on the browT 
To riew each loved one blotted from life's page. 
And be alone on earth as I am now. 

Bj/mt: Okilde Earoid. 

Age is opportuni^ no less 
Than youth itself, though in another dress. 
And as the evening twilight fades away 
The sky is filled with stars, Invisible by day. 

Lonjffetloto : Morittui BaUttamut. 
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Ambition, Olory; see Paine and Power. 

The true smbition there alone reaidea, 

Where jufltice vindicates, and wisdom guides; 

Where inward dignity joina outward state. 

Our purpose good, as our achierement great; 

Where public blessingB, public praise attend. 

Where glory is our motive, not our end: 

Wouldst tiiou be famed I have those high acts in 

Brave men would act, though Bcandal would ensue. 
Young: Love of Fame. 

The Borae ambition can destroy or save. 
And makes a patriot, aa it makes a knave. 

Pope: Eaeay on Hon. 

Ming away ambition; 
By that sin tell the angels: how can man then, 
Tlie Image of his Maker, hope to win by ItT 

Bhaketpeare: Henry Vlll. 

"to reign is worth ambition, though in hell: 
Better to reign in hell, than serve In heaven." 

MUton: Paradtee Loat. 

Oh, sons of earth t attempt ye still to rise. 
By mountains pll'd on mountains, to the skiesT 
Heaven still with laughter the vain toll surveys. 
And bnries madmen in the heaps they raise. 

Pope: Eaeay on Van, 

Dream after dream ensues. 
And still they dream that they shall still succeed. 
And still are disappointed. 

Oowper: Taak. 
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The Handbook of Quotations 17 

He who ascends to mountain-tops, shall find 
The loftiest peaks moat wrapt in clouds and snow; 
He who Burpassea or Bubduee mankind, 
Muit look down on the hate of those below. 

Byron: Childe BaroU. 

I have no spur 
To prick the sides of mj* intent, but onlf 
Vaulting ambition, which o'eileaps itself. 
And falls on the other. 

Bhakeapeare; Macbeth. 

Men at some time are masters of tbeir fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

8fuike*peare: JtUiiu Oaaar. 

Bound, sound the clarion. All the fife I 

To all the sensual world proclaim. 
One crowded hour of glorious life 

Is worth an age without a name. 

Boott: Old MortaHty. 

Ambition has but one reward for all: 
A little power, a little transient fame, 
A grave to rest in, and a fading name. 

William Winter; Queen't Domain, 

Aarer; see Puilon. 

Rage is the shortest passion of our souls: 

Like narrow brooks, that rise with sudden show'rs. 

It swells in baste, and falls again as soon. 

Rtttoe: Fair Penitent. 
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Anger is like 
A full-hot borse ; who being allow*!! his way. 
Self -mettle tires faim. 

Shakespeare: Betiry Vllt. 

Kever anger made good guard for itself. 

Bhaketpeare: Antony and Cleopatra. 

Anger's mf meat; I sup upon mjself. 
And so shall starve wiUi feeding. 

Bhaketpeare: Coriolanui. 

When anger rushes unrestrain'd to action. 
Like a hot steed it stumbles in its way: 
The man of thought strikes deepest, and strikes 
safest. 

And to be wroth with one we love, 
Doth worfc like madness in the brain. 

OoUridge. 

Applause; see Fame. 

I would applaud thee to the very echo, 
That should applaud again. 

ahakespeare; MaoletK. 



As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempeat. 
As loud and to as many tunes. 

BKakeapeare: Benry VIIl, 

Oh popular applause! what heart of man 
Is proof against thy sweet, seducing charmaT 

Oowper: Taak. 
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The noiay pra^ 
Of giddy crowda is changeable as windf ; 
Still vebemeot, and atill without a, cause; 
Serrant to change, and blowing in the tide 
Of swoln Hucceas; but veering with the ebb. 
It leaves the channel Aij. 

Drytlen. 

He that complies against his will. 
Is of his own opinion still. 

Butler; Hudibraa. 
In arguing, too, the parson owned his skill, 
For e'en though vanquiah'd, he could argue still; 
While words of learned length and thnuderlng 

Amae'd the gazing rustica rang'd around; 
And still they gas'd, and still the wonder grew 
That one small bead could cany all he knew. 

Ooldvmilh: Deserted Yillage. 

Be calm in arguing: tor flercenesa makes 
Error a fault, and truth discourtesy. 

Herbert: Temple. 
Like doctors thus, when much dispute haa past. 
We find our tenets just the same at last. 

Pope: lioral Easaj/t. 

Who aball decide when doctors diEtagree, 
And soundest casulsta doubt, like you and me. 

Pope: Moral Etiayi. 
Art, Arttet. 

The passive Uaster lent hia hand 

To the vast soul that o'er him plamied. 

Emer»on. 
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In framing an atiiat, art batli tiiiu decreed. 
To make Rome good, but others to exoeed. 

B^aketpeare: Penclet. 

Around the mighfy muter came 
The marrelB nhich hia pencil wrought, 
Hiose miraclea of power whose fame 
la wide aa hnman thought. 

Wluttiw: RapKaal. 

The hand tliat rounded Peter's dome. 
And groined the aisles of Christian Some, 
Wrought in a sad Bineerltjr; 
Himself from God he oould not free; 
He builded better than he knew; — 
The conscious stone to heaut; grew. 

Emenon: Tht Proilem. 

Art is the child of Nature; yes, 
Her darling child, in whom we trace 
The features of tbe mother's face. 
Her aspect and her attitude. . . . 
He is the greatest arUst, then. 
Whether of pencil or of pen, 
Who follows Nature. Never man. 
As artist or as artisan. 
Pursuing bis own fantasies. 
Can touch the human heart, or please. 
Or satisfy onr nobler needs. 

Longfellow: Kiramoi. 

AtpIittioK. 

Into our hearts high jeamings 

Come welling and surging in, — 
Come from the mystic ocean, 

Whose rim no foot has trod, — 
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Some of via call it longing. 
And othen cnl) it Ood. 

■ William Harbart Camith. 

There vhere turbid waters fall apart 
From hidden depths of tangled ooie and mire. 
The tall white lilj lifts iU golden heart, 
— Soul, flhalt not Ham aspire T 

jfory Elizabeth Blake. 

Reign, and keep life in this our deep desire — 
Our imlf greatnesB is that we aspire. 

Jean Ingelov) : A Bitov> Mountain, 

A noble Bspiratlon is a deed 
Though nnachiered. 

John Kcndriek Bangt. 

What I aspired to be. 
And was not, comforts me: 

A brute I might have been, but would not sink i' 
the scale. 

Browning: Bahbi Ben Egra. 

Avthonhlp, Authors; »ee Books and Zoetry. 
At Learning's fountain It is sweet to drink. 
But 'tis a nobler privilege to thinkf 
And oft, from books apart, tbe thirsting mind 
Haf make the noctar which it cannot find. 
'TIS well to borrow from the good and great; 
Tis wise to learn; 'tis god-like to create! 

J. &. iSom; Tlie Library. 

Deign on tbe passing world to turn thine tjea. 
And pause awhile from letters to be wise. 
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There mark what ills the BcholBr's life uuJI, 
Toil, env7, want, the patron, and the jail; 
See nations slowly wise, and meanly just, 
To buried merit raise the tardy bust 

Dr. Johtuon: Vanity of Human Wiihet. 

In every work regard the writer's end. 

Since none con compass more than they intend. 

Pope: Ettay on Critioiam. 

An antliorl tie a venersble name I 

How few deserve it, and what numbers claim! 

Toung: EpittU to Pope. 

None but an anthor knows an author's cares. 
Or Fanq^s fondness for the child she bears. 

Omoper: Progrtaa of Error. 

I never dare to write 
Aa funny as I can. 

Holmet: Height of Ridioulova. 

Look, then, into thine heart, and write! 

Longfellow: Voioea of the Night. 



How bravely Autumn paints upon the sky 
The gorgeous fame of Summer which is fled] 

Thomas Hood. 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness ! 
Close bosom friend of the maturing sun; 
Conspiring with him bow to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves 
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To bend with apples Uie mois'd cottage trees, 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core. 

Keat»: To AttUmn. 

Hie tneltitaholf itys are eome, the saddest of the 

year, 
Of wailing winds, and naked woods, and meadows 

brown and sear. 

Bryant; Death of the Flov>en. 

Qlorioiu are the woods In their latest gold and 
crimson. 

BtyanU: Third of November. 

. . . The great stm 

Looked witb the eje of lore through the golden 

vapors around him; 
While arrayed in its robes of russet and scarlet and 

yellow, 
Bri^t with the sheen of the dew, each glittering 

tree of the forest 
Flashed like tbe plane-tree the Persian adorned with 

mantles and jewels. 

Longfellow: EvangeKne. 

ArarlM, Oovetonsnesi, Qreed. 

The base miser starves amidst his store, 
Broods o'ar hie gold, and griping still at more. 
Site sadly pining, and believes he's poor. 

DrydM. 

The love of gold, that meanest rage. 
And latest folly of man's sinking age. 
Which, rarely venturing in the van of life. 
While nobler passions wage their heated strife. 
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Contee ekulking Uat, with selfiahneM and fear. 
And dies collecting lumber in the rear. 

Wealth in the groes is death, but life diffua'd, 
Aa poison heaU, in juet proportion ua'd. 

Pope: Moral Eataya. 

The lust of gold succeeds the rags of conquest: 
The lust of gold, unfeeling and remorseless! 
The last corrupUon of degenerate man. 

Dr. Johtuon: Irene, 

Tia strange the miser should his cares employ 
To gain those riches he can ne'er enjoy. 

Pope; lioral Esmyt. 

Beauty. 

A thing of beauty is a joy forever: 
Its loveliness increaaaa; it will never 
Pass into nothingnessi but still will keep 
A boner quiet for us, and a sleep 
Full of aweet dreams, and health, and quiet breath- 
feat*: Endi/mion. 

If eyes were made for seeing. 

Then Beau^ is its own excuse for being. 

Emeraim: The Rhodora. 

There's beaut; all around our paths, if but our 

watchful eyes 
Can trace it 'midst familiar things, and through 

their lowly guise. 

FeUoia D. Hemaw: Our Daily Paths. 
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She walU in beauty, like tli« nigfat 
Of elondleu olimet and stony sldea; 
And all that* a beat of dark and bri^^t 
Heet in her Mpect and her ^es; 
ThuB mellov'd ta that tender lif^t 
Which Heaven to gaudy day deniei. 

Byron: Bhe Wdlkt mi Beaut//. 

The Univerae is ^rdled witii a chain. 

And hung below the Throne 

Where Thou dost eit, the Universe to bless. 

Thou sovereign Smile of God, Eternal LovelincH. 

B. H. Btoddard: Bymn to the Beautiful. 

All things of beauty are not tlieirs alone 
Who hold the fee; but luto him no less 
Who can enjoy, than unto them who own. 
Are sweetest usee giyea to poaseie. 
FVir Heaven is bountiful ; and suffers none 
To make monopoly of aught that's fair. 

J. G. iSacpe; Th« Beautiful. 

Belli; see Hnilo. 

Those evening bellsl those evening bellsl 
How many a tale their music tells 
Of youUi, and home, and that sweet time. 
When last I heard their soothing chime! 

Moore: Those Evening BeUt. 

Bing out, wild belts, to the wild sky. 

The flTing cloud, the froety light: 

The jear is djdng In the night; 
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 
Ring out the old, ring in the new. 

King, happy bells, across the snow: 

The year is going, let him go; 
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Sing out the fake, ring in the true. . . . 
Ring in the valiant man and free, 

The larger heart, ttie kindlier hand; 

Ring out the darkneie of the land. 
Ring in the Christ that is to be. 

Tennyfon: 7n Memoriam. 



How soft the mniic of tboae village bells, 
Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet; now dying all awaj. 
Now pealing loud again and louder atill. 
Clear and sonorous as the gale comes on; 
With easy force it opens all the cells 
Where memoij slept. 

Oowper: Taak. 

BllxdneM. 

O dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of notm; 
Irrecoverably dark! total eclipse, 
WiUiout all hope of day. 

Milton: Samaon AgonUtea, 

When I consider how my light is spent 
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide; 
And that one talent which is death to hide. 
Lodged with nte useless, . . . 
Doth God exact day-labor, light denied, 
I fondly askt But Patience, to prevent 

That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need 
Either man's work or his own gifts; who beat 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best: his Btat« 

Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed, . , , 
They also aerve who only stand and wait. 
MUton: SonMt On Sis E~ 



DigniodD, Google 



The Handbook of Quotaiiont 27 

Tbne with the jeac 
SeaBons return, but not to me return* 
Day, or the afreet approach of even or mom, 
Or sight of venial bloom, or auuuuer'B rom. 
Or SoolcB, or herds, or human face divine ; 
But cloud InBteod, and erei-during dark 
Surrounds me, from the efaeerfal waja of men 
Cut off, and for the book of knowledge fair 
Preaeuted with a universal blank 
or nature's works, to me expunged and rased. 
And wisdom at one entrance quite shut out. 

MUlon: PanuUae Lett. 

Booksj tee Authorship and lottTj. 

But words are things, and a aniall drop of Ink, 

Falling like dew upon a thought, produces 

That which makes thousands, perhaps millioDS, 

think; 
Tis strange, the shortest letter which man uses 
Instead of speech may form a lasting link of ages. 

Byron.- Don Juan. 

Tis pleasant, sure, to see one's name in print; 
A book's a book, altho' there's nothing in 't. 

Byron.' EngUth Bardt, 

Many books, 
Wiae men have said, are wearisome; who reads 
Incessantly, and to his reading brings not 
A spirit and judgment equal or superior. 
Uncertain and unsettled still remains — 
Deep versed in books, and shallow in himself. 

Milton: ParadUe Begamtd. 

All rests with those who read. A work or thou^t 
Is what each makes it to himself, and may 
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Be full of great dark meaningB, like the eaa. 
With ahoals of life rushing. 

fiatley; FeaUu. 

A blessing <m tlie printer's artl 
Bookn are tiie UentorB of tbe heart. 
The burning soul, the burdened mind, 
In books alone companions find. 

Bale: Thrve Eovrt. 

Books are sepulchres of thought. 

LongfelUnDi The Wind Over the CAtmney. 

Hie pleasant books, that silentl; among 
Our household treasures take familiar place*. 

And are to ua as if a living tongue 
Spake from the printed leaves or pictured faces. 

LongfeUou>: Beaaide and Firatide. 

Dreams, books, are each » world; and books, we 

Are a Hubstantial world, both pure and good; 
Bound these, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood. 
Our pastime and our happiness will grow. 

Wordsworth: Pera<mal Talk. 

Brotherhood, EqnaUtjr, Vellowihip. 

Fra« the pure air of heaven the same air wa draw; 
Come, gi'e me your hand, — we are brethren a*. 

Robert Jlicoa. 

Think of thy brother no ill, but throw a veil over 
his failings. 

Longfellow: Children of the Lordfi Bvpper. 
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Loveat thou Qod as thon ouj^test, then lOTeat thou 
likewise thy brethren. 

LongfeUow: Children of the Lor^t Supper, 



Friendship, in freedom, will blot out the bounding 

And straight Law, in freedom, will curve to the 
rounding of grace. 

Bidney Lanier: Pialm of the Wett. 



Let UB eomraune with the Spirit of Things. . . . 
Cups to our lips with all ejes glancing overl 
Taste of his wine and pledge fealty ever! 
Drink Ok last drop, and pledge love to the 

Feeble the flame in your soul newlj lighted; 
Lol 70a have love for your kindred and child. 
Drink — and the flame shall bum steadier, brighter, 
Stronger and clearer, yet coating you little; 
Lol 70U have love for your nation and friends. 
Drink— and the flame shall blaw fiercely, con- 
mming. 

Edwin Arnold Brenhoim. 



Let me live in a house bj the side of the road 

Where the race of men go by — 
The men who are good and the men who are bad. 

As good and as bad as I. 
I would not sit in the scomer's seat, 

Or hurl the cynic's ban. 
I^et me live in a house by the side of the road 

And be a friend to man. 

Bam Walter Fots. 
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CalnmeH; tee Pesoe and (iBiet 

Pure WM tbe temp'rate air, rd erea ctlm 
Perpetu*] reign'd, save when tbe lephfTS bland 
Breath'd o'er the blue expanse. 

Tkomttm: fieotom. Spring, 

So calm, the waters scarcely Beem to straf. 
And jet thej glide like happiness awaj. 

Byron: Lant, 

H(rw calm, bow beautiful comes on 
Tbe stillj hour, when storms are gone} 
When warring winds have died away. 
And clouds, beneath the glancing raj. 
Melt off, and kare the land and aea 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity I 

Moore: Laitta SoOkh. 

Drop Iby atill dews of quietness. 

Till all our strivings cease ; 
Take from our souls tbe strain and strcu. 
And let our ordered lives eotifesa 

Tbe beau^ of Tbj peace. 

Wkittier. 

Care, Anxiety. 

Care that is enter'd onoa into the breast. 
Will have tbe whole poaaegaion, ere it rast. 

Ben Jonaon: Tale of a Tub. 

Care, whom not tJie gajeit can outbrave, 
Pursues its feeble victim to tbe grave. 

Henry Kirke White: OkUMood. 
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Old Care has a mori^Bge on every estate. 
And that's what you pay for the wealth that yon 
get 

J. a. 8am! : Gifts of the Qode. 

— Human bodies are sic fools. 
For a' their colleges and schools. 
That, when nae real ills perplex them, 
Th^ male enow themsels to vex Utem. 



Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares 
Of earth and folly bora. 

Longfellow: OUam of StMShine. 

Ohanoe; lee rortnne and Seolslon. 

In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft, 
I shot his felkiw of tbe self-same Sight, 
The self-same way, with more advised watch. 
To find the other forth; and Jiy adventuring both 
I oft found both. 

Bhakespeare: Merchant of Tmioe. 

. I have set my lite upon a cast, 
And I will stand the hazard of the die. 

Shahetpeare: Biehari III. 

How slight a chance may raise or sink a soul. 



Be juster, beav'ns! such virtue punish'd thus, 
Will make us think that Chance rules all above, 
And shuffles, with a random hand, the lots 
Wbich men are forc'd to draw. 

DtT/den. 
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All nature \» but art unknown to tli«e. 

All chance, direction, which thou canst not lee. 

Fope: Etaay on Man. 
Cban^. 

Nothing that la can pause at stay. 

Longfellow: KSramo*. 

For all, tJtat in this world is great or gaj, 
I>oQ), as a vapor, vanish and decay. 

Spenser: Ruin* of Time. 

In there no constancy in earthly thingaT 
Ko happiness in us, but what must alter T 
No life without the heavy load of fortune! 

Beaumont and Fleteher. 

But yesterday the word of Ccesar mig^t 

Have stood against the world; now lies he there, 

And none so poor to do him reverence. ,, 

Shaketpeare: JuUut Oatar. 

— Qone, glimm'ring thro' tiie dreams of things that 

A scboolboy'a tale — the wonder of an hour. 

Byron: Ckilde Harold. 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 

Byron: Drtam. 

Hiere are no birds in last year's nest. 

Longfellom. 

Not in vain tiie distance beacons, forward, forward 

let uB range. 
Let the great world spin for ever down tite ringing 

grooves of change. 

Tenni/$on: Lookaley fioH. 
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All but God ie ehoDging daj* hy day. 

Oharle» Kingsley: Promvtheu*. 

Weep not tiiat the world changes — did it keep 
A stable, cbangeleRS itate, 'twere cause indeed to 
weep. 

Bryant: MutaUon. 

Character. 

A truer, nobler, trustier heart. 
More loring, or more lojal, never beat 
Within a human breast. 

Byron: Tvm Foieari. 

Strong souls 
Live like fire-hearted suns, to spend their strength 
In furthest etriviug action. 

George Bitot: gpaniih Qypty. 

Love, hope, fear, faith, — these make humanity; 
These are its sign, and note, and character. 

Browning: PantoeltMa. 

To those who know thee not, no words can paint! 
And those who know thee, know all words are faint I 
Barmah More: BstttibiMty. 

As in a building 
Stone rests on stone, and wanting the foundation 
All would be wanting, so in human life 
E^ach action rests on the foregoing event. 
That made it possible, but is forgotten 
And buried in the earth. 

Langfelltm: Michael Angela, 
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Cbaritr, BenerOleiice; see Kliidne*!. 

How fsr tbftt little candle throws hie beamal 
So shines a good deed in a. nought; world. 

Shaketpean: Menkant of Venice. 

For his bounty. 
There was no winter in't; an antunin 'twal. 
That grew the more by reaping. 

Shaketpeare: AntoMg and Oteopatm. 

AloB for the rar!^ 
Of Christian cliarity 
Under the sunt 

Bood: Bridge of ffijIU. 



In faith and bope the world will disagree, 
But all mankind's concern is charity: 
All must be false that thwart this one great end; 
And all of God, that bless mankind, or mend. 

Pope: Eway cm Man. 

The drying up a single tear has more 

Of honest fame, tban shedding seas of gore. 

Byron: Don Juan. 

Childhood, The Child, Children. 
The childhood shows the man, 
Aa morning shows the day. 

Milton: Paradise Regained. 

The child is father of the nun. 

Wordsworth: My Htart heaps. 
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Childrea, »ye, forHooth, 
They bring tiieir own lore with Uiem when fhay 

Jean Ittgelow: Supper at the Mill. 



Look how he laughs and stretchea out his arma, 
dud opens wide his blue eyes upon thine, 
To hail his father: while his little form 
Flutters as wing'd with jc^. Talk not of pain! 
The childless cheiubs well might envy thee 
The pleasures of a parent. 

Byrom Cain. 

Sweet be thy cradled slumbers! O'er the sea 

And from the mountains where I now respire, 

Fain would I waft such blessings upon thee. 

As with a sigh I deem'd thou mightst have been 

to me. 

Byron; Ohilde Harold. 



But still I dream that somewhere there must be 
The spirit of a child that waits for me. 

Bayard Taglor: The PoePt Journal. 

If there is anything that will endure 

The eye of God, because it still is pure. 

It is the spirit of a little child, 

Fresh from his hand, and therefore undeflled. 

Nearer the gate of Paradise than we. 

Our children breathe its airs, its angels see; 

And when they pray, God hears their simple prayer, 

Yea, even sheatitesjiis sword, in judgment bare. 

R. B. atoddard: The OhUiren'a Prayw. 
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Chiistmai. 

Heap on more wood! the wind is chill; 

But let it whistle as it will. 

We'll keep our Christmas merrjr still. 

Scott: Uarmioti, 
At ChristnuB-tide the open hand 
Scatters its bounty o'er sea and land. 
And none are left to grieve alone. 
For Love is heaven and claims its own. 

Margaret E. Sangster: Chrisfmat-Tide. 

Blow, bugles of battle, the marches of peace; 
Sast, west, north, and south let the long quarrel 

Bing Uie song of great joj tnat the angels began. 

Sing of glory to God and of good will to man) 

Hark I joining in chorus 

The heavens bend o'er us I 

The dark night is ending, and dawn has begun. 

Whittier: A. Christmas Carmen. 



But, o'er the peaceful plain. 
The war-horse drew the peasant's loaded wain. 

Bryant: Christmas in 1875. 
Compeniatlon, Reward. 

They that are sad on earth in Heaven shall sing. 

Beaumont and Fletcher: Wife for a Month. 

O yet we trust that somehow good 
Will be the final goal of ill. 

Tennyson: In Memoriam, 
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There is a day of Bimnj rest 
Tor every dark and troubled ntgfat; 

And grief ma; hide an ereuing guest. 
But joy shall come with early light. 

Bryant: Bletted are They that Mount. 



Oh, deem not they are blest alone 

Whose Uvea a peaceful tenor keep; 
The Power who pities man hath shown 

A blessing for the eyes that weep. 

Bryant.- Blessed are They that Mourn. 

And li^t is mingled with the gloom. 

And joy with griel; 
Divinest compensationa come. 
Through thorns of judgment mercies bloom 

In sweet relief. 

Whittier: Annworsary Poem. 

O weary heartsi O slumbering eyes! 
O drooping souls, whose destinies 
Are fraught with fear and pain, 
Te shall be loved again I 

Longfetloto : Endymioit. 

Conidenae. 

ThiiB consdence does make cowards of us all; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment. 
With this regard their currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action. 

Shaketpeare: Bamht. 
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I fee] within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 
A still and quiet conscience. 

Bhaketpeare: Benrg Till. 



conscience, into what abyss of fears 

And horrors hast thou driven me; out of which 

1 find no way, from deep to deeper plung'dl 

Milton: Paradise Lost, 

He that haa light within hia own clear breast. 
May sit i' the centre, and enjoy bright day; 
But he that hides a darlt soul, and foul thoughts. 
Benighted walks under the mid-day sun; 
Eimsell is his own dungecn. 

Uilton: Oomua. 

Though thy slumber may be deep. 
Yet thy spirit shall not sleep; 
There are shades that will not vanish, 
There are thoughts thou eanst not banish. 

Byron: Manfred. 

There ia no future pang 
Can deal that justice on the self-condenin'd 
He deals on his own soul. 

Byron: Manfred. 

Yet still there whispers the email voice within. 
Heard through gain's silence, and o'er glory's din: 
Whatever creed be tai^ht or land be trod, 
Uan's conscience is the oracle of Godt 

Synm: Island. 
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Conitaner, Fidelity. 

O heaven! were nun 
But conitant, he were perfect; that one error 
Fills bim with faults; makes him run througb all 
th' Bina. 

Shaketpeare: Ttoo Qeatlemen of TvfWta. 

I am constant as the northern star. 
Of whose trne-fix'd, and resting quality 
niere is no fellow in the firmament. 

Bhaketpeare: Jttliut Oatar. 

Tell him I lore him yet. 
As in that joyous Ume; 
Tell him I ne'er forget, 
Though memory now be crime. 

PriKd: Tell Him I Love Bim Yet. 

Go, bid the needle its dear North forsake. 

To which with trembling reverence it doth bend; 

Oo, bid the stones a journey upwards make ; 
Oo, bid th' ambitious flames no more ascend; 

And when these false to their old motions prove, 

^Hien will I cease thee, thee alone to love. 



Where'er thou joumeyeBt, or wbate'er thy care, 
Hy heart shall follow, and my spirit share. 
' LycUfi S. Sigoumeg. 

Ob, the heart, that has truly loved, never forgets, 
But as truly lores on to the close. 
As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets. 
The satne look which she tum'd when he rose. 

Hoore: Belieoa Me, 
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OoBt«iitm«Bt. 

M7 crown Is in my heart, not on m; he&d; 
Not deck'd with diamonds and Indian stones, 
Nor to be seen: my crown is called content; 
A crown it la, tliat seldom kings enjoy. 

8hake»peare: S Henry Tl. 



Who with a little cannot t>e content, 
Sndurea an everlasting punishment, 

Man wants but little here below, 
Ni>r wants that little long. 

Qoldsmith: Eduiin and Angelina. 

This is the charm, by sages often told, 
Converting all it touches into gold: 
Content can soothe, where'er by fortune placed. 
Can rear a garden in the desert waste. 

Henrjf Etrke White: OUftim Grm>e. 

Tbe remnant of hia days be safety past. 
Not found they lagg'd too slow, nor flew too fast; 
He made bis wish with his estate comply. 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

Prior. 

Conntry, Country life, Bural Lite. 

Happy the man, whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound. 
Content to breathe his native air, 
In hia own ground. 

Pope: BoUtude. 
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A time tbeie was, ere England's griefa began. 
When ev*!? rood of ground maintain'^ ita man; 
For liuu Ugfat labor spread her wholeHome store. 
Just gave what life requir'd, but gave no more: 
His best companiona, innocence and healtb, 
And hia best riches, ignorance of wealth. 

Ooldfmith: Deserted Tillage. 

Of men 
Hie happiest he, who far from public rage, 
Deep in the vale, with a choice few retired. 
Drinks the pure pleasureH of the rural life. 

Thomson : Seasons. Autumn. 

God made the country, and man made the town; 
What wonder then, ttiat health and virtue, gifts. 
That can alone make sweet the bitt«r drau^t 
That life holds out to all, should most abound. 
And least be threatened in the fields and groves T 

Coicper: Task. 

How various bis employments, whom the world 
Calls idle, and who justly in return 
Esteems that busy world an idler too! 
Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 
Delightful industry enjoyed at home. 
And Nature in her cultivated trim. 
Dressed to his taste, inviting him abroad. 

Cawper: Task. 

Nor rural sighta alone, but rural sounds 
Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid nature. Mighty winds. 
That sweep the skirt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growtii, make music not unlike 
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The daeli of Ocean on bii winding shore. 
And lull the spirit while the7 fill the mind. 

Cou>per: Task. 

ConrBK^i Portitnde, Talor, Daring; see Aotlon. 
Screw your courage to the sticking-place. 
And we'll not fail. 

Shakespeare: Macbeth. 

For courage mountelJi with occaeion. 

Bhakeapeare: Xing John. 

True fortitude is seen in great exploits 

That justice warrants, and tbat wisdom guides; 

All else is tow'ring frenzy and distraction. 

Addison: Oato. 

What though the field be lost! 
Alt is not tost; the ungnvemable will. 
And study of rerenge, immortal hate. 
And courage never to submit or yield; 
And what is else not to be overcome. 

Milton: Paradise Lost. 

No thought of flight. 
None of retreat, no unbecDming deed 
That argued fear; each on himself relied. 
As only in his arm the moment lay 
Of victory. 

Milton: Paradise Lost. 

Come one, come all! this rock shall fiy 
From its firm base as soon as I. 

Boott: Ladg of the Lake. 
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— His breast with wounda unnumber'd riven, 
Hi* back to earth, his face to heaven. 

Byron; Giaour, 

And tW I hope not hence mucnUi'd to go, 
Who conquers me, shall find a stubborn foe. 

Byron; EngUih Barda. 

One who seveT tum'd his bade but march'd breast 
forward, 
Kerer doubted clouds would break, 
Nerer dream'd, though ri^t were worsted, wrong 

would triumph. 
Held ve fall to rise, are baffled to fight better. 
Bleep to wake. 

Browning: Epilogue to AMoUmdo, 

Then, welcome each rebuiT 
That turns earth's smoothness rough. 
Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand but gol 
Be our joys three-parta pain I 
Strive, and bold cheap the strain; 
Learn, nor aooount the pang; dare, never grudge the 
throe I 

Browning: SahU Bm Bgn. 

Afoot and light-hearted I take to the open road, 
Healthj, free, the world before me. 

Walt WMtman. 

It matters not how deep intrenched the wrong. 
How hard the battle goes, the day how long. 
Faint not, fl^t onl To-morrow conies the aongl 
Be strong) 

MaltUe D. Baboodc. 
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Bid tfajr true soul take courage for a space ; 
How can he yield his heart to pain or fear. 
Whom at the end Joy waits, and smiling MomT 
Mary Blizaieth Blake. 

I fear not, nay, and I fear not the thing to be 

I am strong with the strength of my lord the Sun : 
How dark, how dark soever the race that must needs 
be run, 

I am lit with the Sun. 

Sidney Lanier: Sunrite. 

He gained a world; he gave that world 
Its grandest lesson: "On! sail on I " 

Joaquiit Miller: CoUtmbu*. 

Let UB, then, be up and doing. 
With a heart for an; fate; 

Still achieving, still pursuing. 
Learn t« labor and to wait. 

Longfellow): L Ftahn of Life. 

Oh fear not In a world like this. 

And thou Shalt know erelong. 
Know how sublime a thing it ia 
To suffer and be strong. 

LangfellwD: Light of Start. 
Critioism, Critics. 

A man must serve his time at ev'ry trade. 
Save censure; critics all are ready-made. 

Byron; EngUah Barda. 

I am nothing if not critical. 

Bhaketpeare : Othello. 
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Critics I «aw, that other name* deface. 

And fix theit own, with labor, in tbeir place. 

Pope: TempU of Fame. 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer. 
And, without eseering, teach the reat to Hneer; 
Willing to wound, and jet afraid to strike. 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike. 

Pope: Epitth to Arbuthnot. 

Men of breeding, sometimes men of wit, 
T* avoid great errors must the less commit. 
Neglect tbe rules each verbal critic lays, 
For not to know some trifles is a praise. . . . 



Numbers err in this — 
Ten oensute wrong for one who writes amiss. . . . 

Let such teach others, who themselves excel. 
And censure freely, who have written well. . . . 

A perfect judge will read each work of wit 
With the same spirit that its author writ; 
Survey tjie whole, nor seek slight faults to find, 
Where nature moves and rapture warms the mind. 
Pope; Etaay on Criti<Atm. 

Blame where yon must, be candid where you can. 
And be each critic the Good-natured Man. 

Qoldtmitk: The Qood-'Satwred Man. 
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Cnitom, ConTentlon; a«e Habit. 

CuBtom, 'tis true, a venerable tTrant, 

O'er servile man extends her blind domiiuon. 

Thoniaon. 
Custom does often leaeon overrule, 
And onl^ serves for reason to the fool. 

£oofce*ter. 
How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 

Shakespeare: Txdo QewtUmen of Venna. 

It is a custom, 
Itfore honor'd in the breach than the observance. 

Bhakeapeare: Eamlet. 

To follow foolisli precedents, and wink 
With both our eTCs, is easier than to think. 

Cmcper; 7iroc>»M»m. 

Such dup«B are men to custom, and bo prone 
To rev'rence what is ancient, and can plead 
A course of long observance for its use. 
That even servitude, the worst of ilia, 
Because deliver'd down from sire to eon. 
Is kept and guarded as a sacred thing. 

Oowper: Ta»k. 
Danger, Cantion; see Fear, 

Out of this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, 

Shaketpeare: 1 Henry IV. 

They that stand high have manj blaats to shake 

And, if they faU, they dash themselveB to pieces. 
Bhakeapeare: Richard III. 
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The absent d&Dger greater etill appears ; 

And less he feara, who's near the thing he fears. 

But there are bumsn natures so allied 

Unto the savage love of enterprise. 

That they will seek (or peril as a pleasure. 

Dam, Homing, Snnriie, Day. 

The morning steals upon the night, 
MelUng the darkness. 

Bhakeapeare: Tempeat. 

Look, the mom, in russet mantle clad. 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

Shakespeare: Hamlet. 

Kigfat's candles are burnt out, and jocund A&y 
Stands tiptoe on the mletj' mountain-tops. 

Bhakeapeare: Romeo and Juliet. 

Sweet Is the breath of Mom, her rising sweet, 
With charm of earliest birds. 

Milton: Paradite Lott. 

Vow Mom, her rosy steps in th' eastern dime 
Advancing, soVd the earth with orient pearl. 

Milttm: Paradite Loal. 

See the sun himself! on wings 
Of glory np the east he springs. 
Angel of li|^tl who from the time 
Those heavens began their march sublime. 
Hath first of all the starry choir 
Trod in his Maker's steps of flret 

Uoore: Lalkt Bookh. 
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Wake t For the Sun,' who scatters into fli|^t 
The Stars before him from the Field of Night, 
Drivea Night along with them from Heav*!!. 

Fitzgerald: Omar KhayyAm: BabHydt. 



Prime cheerer, light I 
Of all material beluga first and best! 
Efflux divine! Nature's reapleudent robe I 
Without vhose vesting beau^ all were wrapt 
In unessential gloom; and thou, O sun I 
Soul of surrounding worlds I in whom best seen 
8fain» out thf Uakerl 

Thamaon; Beaton*. Svmmer. 



The year's at the spring 
And day's at the mom ; 
Homing'a at seven. 

BrouMtng. 

Day) 

Faster and more fast. 

O'er night's brim, day boils at last; 

Boils, pure gold, o'er the cloud-cup's brim 

Where spurting and suppress'd it lay — 

For not a froth-flake touched the rim 

Of yonder gap in the solid gray 

Of the eastern cloud, an hour away; 

But forth one wavelet, then another, curled. 

Till the whole sunrise, not to be supprest, 

Bose, reddened, and ite seething breast 

Flickered in bounds, grew gold, then overflowed the 

Brweniiiff: Pippa Pa*iea. 
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Now a dream of a flame thiougfa that dream of a 
flush is uprolled: 
To the zenith ascending, a dome of undazzling gold 
Ib builded. 

Bidnej/ Lanier: Simriie, 

Groweth tbe morning from graj to gold, 

Wake, my heart, to greet the sunT 
Yesterday's cares are a tale that is tJ>ld. 

Yesterday'B tasks are a work that is done. 

Loui»e Manning Bodgkin*. 

Yonder fly his scattered golden airowa, 
And smite Ibe hilts with day. 

Baj/ari Taylor: Poet's Journal, 

The east is Uossomingt Tea, a rose. 
Vast as the heavenH, soft as a kiss. 
Sweet as the presence of woman is. 
Rises and reaches, and widens and grows 
Large and luminous up from the sea. 
And out of the sea, as a hlossoming tree. 

jooftim Miller: Sunrise tn Fentoe. 

It is right precious to behold 

The flrst long surf of climbing light 

Flood all the thirsty east with gold. 

Lotoell: Alove and BeUw. 

Death; see Snloide and Immortality. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust; 
Thou knoVst 'tis common; all that lives, must die. 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ehaketpeare : Samlet. 
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To die — ^to sleep- 
No more; and, bj a sleep, to sajr we end 
The heari-ache, and the thousand natural shocka 
That flesh is heir to; — 'tis a consummation 
Deroutlj to be wish'd. 

Shakespeare: Bamki. 

The dread of something after death 

The undiscorer'd country, from whose bourn 

No traveler returns, puzzles the will. 

And makes us rather bear those Ilia we have. 

Than Sj to others that we know not of. 

Shakespeare: Batalet. 

Cowards die many times before their deaths; 

The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard. 

It seeme to me most strange that men should fear; 

Seeing that death, a necessary end. 

Will come, when it will come, 

Shakeipeare: JuUue Otetar, 

Sleep tbe sleep that knows not breaking, 
Mora of toil, nor ni^t of waking. 

Seott: Lad]/ of the Lake. 

To every man upon this earth 
DeaUi eometh soon or late. 

ifaoaulay: Lags of Ancient Bome. 

Weep not for those whom the veil of tbe tomb 
In life's happy morning hath hid from our eyes. 
Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom. 
Or earth had profaned what was bora for the skies. 
Death chill'd the fair fountain ere sorrow had 
stain'd it. 
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TnM frown in all the pure light of its coune, 
And but sleeps till the sunBhine of heaven has 

UDchain'd it. 
To water lliat Eden where first was its source. 

Moore: Weep not for Tlioie, 

Like the leaveH of the forest when Sununer ia green, 
Hiat host, wiUi their bauQers, at aimset were seen; 
Like the leaves of the forest, when Autumn bath 

blown, 
That host, on the morrow, lay wither'd and strown I 

" Whom the gods lore die young," was said of yore, 

And many deaths do tbey escape by this: 

Hie death of friends, and that which slays even 

Hie death of friendship, love, youth, all that is. 
Except mere breath. 

Byron: Don Jwm. 

Death is Life's high meed. 

KeaU: On Fam«. 

Leaves have their times to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath, 

And stars t« set — but all, 

Hion hast all seasons for thine own, death. 

Felicia D. Bemant: Hour of Death. 

Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow. 

Tovng: Night Thoaghtt. 

All men think all men mortal but themselves. 

Young: Jiight Thoughts. 
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The boast of herftldry, the pomp of power. 
And all that beaut}', all that wealth e'er gave. 
Await alike the inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the gr&ve. 

Groy.- Elegy. 
Can Htoried um, or animated bust. 
Back to ite mansion call the fleeting breath! 
Can honor's voice provoke the silent dust, 
Cr flatt'ry BooUie the dull cold ear of deatbT 

Graj/: Elegy. 
Friend after friend departs ; 

Who hath not lost a friend t 
There is no union here of hearts 

That finds not here an end; 
Were this frail world our only rest. 
Living or dj>ing, none were blest. 

James Montgomery : Friende, 

There is a calm for those who weep, 

A rest for weary pilgrims found. 
They softly lie and sweetly sleep 

Low in the ground. 

Jamee Montgomery: The Orave. 

One destin'd period men in common have. 
The great, the base, the coward, and the brave. 
All food alike for worms, companions in the grave. 
Lanedowne: On Death. 

Then straight I woke; and sudden seemed to 

I should arise in some far morning glow. 

Snatched through a moment's fear to bliss intense. 
And find my soul awaking in the dawn. 

Mary Elizabeth Blake. 
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The young may die, but the old must. 

Longfellow:- Cluriatu$. 

And, aa she looked around, she saw how Death, the 

consoler. 
Laying his hand upon inanf a heart, had healed it 

forever. 

Longfellow: Bwingeline. 

Here is no flock, however watched and tended. 

But one dead lamb is there ! 
There la no fl reside, howsoe'er defended, 

But has one vacant chair. 

Longfellow: Reaignation. 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting. 
And our hearts, though stout and brave. 

Still, like mufBed drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

Longfelloa: Pialm of Life. 

There is a reaper, whose name is Death, 

And with his alckle keen. 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath. 

And tbe flowers that grow between. 

Longfellow: Reaper and the Floxeen. 

There is no Death! What seems so is tranaitlon; 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but & suburb of the life eljsian, 

Whose portal we call Death. 

LongfeOow: Reatgnalion, 

There Is no death — the thing that we call death 
Is but another, sadder name for life, 
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Which is itself an insufficient name, 
Faint recognitioD of that UDknowu Life — 
That Power whose ehadow is the Universe. 

R. B. Stoddard: Hymn to the Bea. 

All that tread 
The globe are but a handful to the tribes 
That slumber in its bosom. 

Bryant: Thanatoprii. 

So live that when thy summons comes to join 
The innumerable caravan that moves 
To that mysterious realm, where each shall take 
Hie chamber in the silent halls of death. 
Thou go not like the quariy slave at night. 
Scourged to his dungeon; but BUBtain'd and soothed 
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave 
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch 
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams. 

Bryant: Thanatopsia, 

Deceit; aee Hypocrisy and Sincerity. 

Ah, tiiat deceit should st«al such gentle shapes. 
And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice. 

Shakespeare: Richard III. 

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. 

An evil soul producing holy witness. 

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek; 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart; 

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath! 

Bhakeipeare : Merchant of Veniee. 

His tongue 
Dropt mainna, and could make the worse appear 
The better reason. Milton; Paradite Lost. 
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0, what a tangled web we weave. 
When first we practice to deceive. 

Boott: Marmion. 

Deceit, that loves the ni(^t and lears Qie daj. 

Shelley: Bymn to Apollo. 



Detide not rashly. The decisioa made 
Can never be recalled. The Gods implore not, 
Plead not, solicit not; they only offer 
Choice and occasion, which once being passed 
Return no more. Dost thoo accept the giftT 

Longfellow: Ma»gue of Pandora. 

Once to eveiy man and nation comes the moment to 

decide, 
lu the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for the good 

or evil side; 
Borne great cause, God's new Messiah, offering each 

the bloom or blight. 
Parts the goats upon the left hand, and the sheep 

upon the ri^t; 
And tjie choice goes by forever 'twixt that darkness 

and that light. 

Lowell: Present Crieia. 

The intuitive decision of a bright 
And thorough-edged intellect to part 
Error from crime. 

Tennyton: Itahel. 

Deeds; aee Action. 

Foul deeds will rise. 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's ^es. 
Bhakeipeare: Hamlet. 
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Bleasingfi ever wait on Tirtuous deeds. 
And, though a late, a sure reward succeeds. 

Congreve: Mourning Bride. 

We live in deede, not jesra; in thouf^ta, not 

breathB; 
In feelings, not in flgurea on a dial. 

Bailey: FetliU. 

Deity, Sod, Providence; see %tllglitn. 

There's a Divluit; that shapes our enda. 
Bough-hew them as we will. 

Shakespeare: King Lear. 

All are but parts of one atnpendons whole, 
Whose body Nature ie, and God the soul. 

Pope: Essay on Man. 

What in me is dark 
Illumine, what is low raise and support; 
That, to the height of this great argument, 
I may assert Eternal Providence 
And justify the ways of Ood to men. 

Milton: Paradite Lost. 



But I need, now as then, 
The^ God, who moldest men. 

Browning. 

Ood'a in his heaven — 
All's right with the world! 
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I think this is the authentic sign and seal 
Of Godship that it ever waxes glad. 
And more glad, until gfadneBH blossoniB, burata 
Into a rage to Buffer for mankind. 

Browning: Salaiution'a Adventure, 

Therefore, to whom tnm I but fo thee, the ineffable 

Builder and maker, thou, of houses not made with 
bands I 
iWhat, have fear of change from thee who art ever 
the sameT 
Doubt that th; power can fill the heart that thy 
power expands? 

Broxoning: Abt Vogler. 

... A sense o'er all my soul imprest 
That I am weak, yet not unbleat, 
Since in me, round me, everywhere, 
Eternal Strength and Wisdom are. 

Coleridge. 

The sun, the noon, the stars, the seas, the hills 

and the plains — 
Are not these, O Soul, the Vision of Him who 

Termyaon: TJw Higher Pantheitm. 

Qod of our fathers, known of old. 

Lord of OUT far-flung battle line. 
Beneath whose awful hand we hold 

Dominion over palm and pine: 
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget, lest we forget I 

Rudgard Kipling. 
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Tifl heaven alone that is given kwbj, 
Tifl only Ood maj be had for the uldng. 

Loviell: Th« Futon of Sir Latmfal. 

I know not where Eu ishmde lift 

Their fronded palms in air; 
I only know I cannot drift 

Beyond Hie love and care. 

Whitlier: Eternal Ooodnem. 

Nothing with Ood can be accidental. 

LangfeUow: 0\ri»tM*. 

All is of Ood) If He but wave His hand. 

The mists collect, the raina fall thick and loud; 

Till with a smile of light on sea and land, 
Lol He looks back from the departing cloud. 

LongfeUou): The Ttoo An^U. 

Then & aenae of law and beau(7. 
And a fue turned from Um clod, — 

Some call it evolution, 
And others call it God. 

ifTttltom Berhert Oarrvth. 

Lord of all being, throned afar. 
Thy glory flamea from mm and atar. 

Holme: 

By 10 many roots as the marsh-grasi aenda in the 

sod 
I will heartily lay me a-hold on the greatneaa of 
Ood. 

Sidnejf Lanier: The MarsHet of Glynn. 
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" But Thee, bat Tbee, O sovereign Beet of time. 
But Thee, O poets' Poet, Wiadorn'R Tongne, 
But Thee, O man's best Man, O lore's best Love, 
O perfect life in perfeot labor writ, 

all men's Comrade, Serrant, King, or 
Priertr-. . - 

Ob, what amiss may I torglTe In Thee, 
Jesns, good Paragon, thou CiTstal Cbristl " 

Bidnei/ Lanier: The Cryafal. 

Despair; tee Conrage and Hope. 

01 that this too, too solid fleah would melt. 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dewl 

Or that the Everlasting had not fis'd 

His canon 'gainst self-slaugbter! O OodI O God I 

How weary, stale, flat, and unproBtable 

Seem to me all the uses of tills worldt 

Shaketpeare: BamUt, 

Beware of desperate steps I — the darkest day. 
Live till to-morrow, will have paas'd away. 

Cooper: Heedleu Alartn. 

Farewell hope, and with hope farewell fear; 
Farewell remorse; all good to me is lost; 
Evil, be thou my good! 

Milton: Paradiie Lott. 

Despair deflea even dMpotism; there is 

That in my heart would make its way thro' hosts 

With levell'd spears. 

Byron: Tioo Fotoari. 

I tell you, hopeless grief is passionless,— 
That only men incredulous of despair, 
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Half-taught in angiiiHh, throng the midnight air 
Beat upward to Grod's tbrone in loud access 
Of sbriekicg and reproach. Full desertnesa. 
In souls as countries, lieth ailent, bare. 

EUgabeth B. Browning: Orief. 
Dreatu. 

I talk of dreams 
Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy. 

Shakespeare: Rttmeo and Juliet, 

Dreams are but interludes which fancy makes. 
When monarch reason sleeps, this mimic wakes. 

Dryden: Cock and the Few. 

One of those passing rainbow dreams. 
Half light, half shade, which fancy's beams 
Faint on the fleeting mista that roll, 
In trance or slumber, Tound the soul. 

Moore: LaUa Rookh. 

Dreams in their development have breath. 
And tears, and tortures, and tbe touch of joy; 

Byron: Dream. 

How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream, 
With half'Shnt eyes ever to seem 
Falling asleep in a half'dreamt 
To dream and dream. , . . 

Tennyson; The Lotw-Eaiers. 

How eagerly I sought to atrike 
Into that wondrous track of dreams again I 
But no two dreams are like. 

Tennpion: A. Dream of Fair Women. 
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The fashion wears ont more apparel than the nutn. 
Bhaketpeare: Mveh Ado About Nothing. 

Our puraeB shall be proud, our garmeDts poor. 
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich: 
And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds. 
So honor peereth in the meanest habit. 

Bhaketpeare: Taming of the Bhreio. 

What tho' on hemelj fare we dine. 

Wear hodden gray, and a' that! 
Gie fools their sillc, and knaves their wine, 

A man's a nun for a' tliat. 

Bunt. 

We sacrifice to dress, till household joys 
And comforts cease. Dress drains our cellar dry. 
And keeps our larder lean; puts out our fires. 
And introduces hunger, frost, and woe. 
Where peace and hospitali^ might reign. 

Camper: Tatk. 

Dntf. 

Who does the best his circumstance allows. 
Does well, acts nobly — angels could no more. 

Yottng: Night Thoughts. 

Hath the spirit of all beaut; 
Kissed jou in the pa.th of dutyT 

Anna Katharine Oreen: On the Threthold. 
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Who art a light to guide, a rod 

To check the erring, and reprove; 

Thou, who art victory and law 

When empty terrors overawe; 

From vain temptationa doet set free; 

And calmat the weary strife of frail bumen- 

ityl . . . 
Stem Lawgiver! jet thou dost wear 
The Qodhead'a moat benignant grace ; 
Nor know we anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face: 
Flowers laugh before thee on their beda 
And fragrance in thj footing treads; 
Thou doat preaerve the stars from wrong; 
And the moat ancient heavens, through thee, are 

fresh and strong. 

WordtKorth: Ode to Dulj/. 

The longer on this earth we liv« 

And weigh the various qualities of men . . . 

The more we feel the hif^, stern-featured beauty 

Of plain devot«dness to duty. 

Steadfast and still, nor paid with mortal praise. 

But finding amplest recompense 

For life's nngarlanded expense 

In work done squarely and unwasted days. 

LowcU. 
Education; see XtuttiltAgt. 

Learning by study must be won; 
Twas ne'er entail'd from son to son. 

Oay: Fahlea, 

"Tis education forma the common mind; 
Just as the twig is bent, the tree's inclin'd. 

Pope: Moral Eaiaga. 
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A little learning is a dangerous thing, 
Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring. 
There shallow drauf^ts intoxicate the tirain. 
And drinking largely aohers ua again. 

Popei Bttag ON Oritioitm. 

Sloqnence; lee ArgnBCnt and Oratory. 

Aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravished; 
80 nreet and voluble is his diaeourae, 

Bhaketpeare; Love't Labor 't Lo»t, 

Oft tlie hours 
From mom to eve have stol'n unmark'd away. 
While mute attention hung upon hii lips. 

Akentide: Pleaauret of ImagHtati<M. 

Verily, O man, with truth for thy theme, eloquence 
shall tbroiM thee with archangels. 

Tapper: Proverbial PAiloMpAy. 

Words are like leaves, and where they most abound, 
Hnch fruit of sense iMneath Is rarely found. 

Pope: Bitaj/ <m CritMtm, 

Xavy; »m Ohftrity a«d Jealousy. 

Base envy withers at another's joy. 

And bates that ezoellenoa it cannot reaoh. 

Thornton: Beaaom. Spring. 

To all apparent beautiei blind, 

Each blemish strikes an envious mind. 

CFay: Fable*. 
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Envy will merit, bb its shade, pursue; 

But, IUm a shadow, proves the substance true. 

Pope: Eaaa^ on Oritidam. 

Eavj not greatnesa; for thou mak'st thereby 
Thyself the worse, and so the distance greater- 
Be not thine own worm: jtt such jeatousy 
As hurts not otbers but ma; raalEe thee better. 
Is a good spur. 

Herbert; Tomple. 

ETeBiniTi Sviuet; lee Night. 

Now came still evening on; and twilight gray 
Had in her sober liver; all things clad. 

Milton: Paradise Loat. 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting da;; 
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea; 
The plowman homeward plods his wear; way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 
Now fades the gUmmeriug landscape on the ei^t. 
And all the air a solemn atillnesa holds. 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning fli^t. 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds. 

(Tray; Elegj/. 

The day ia done, and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night, 
As a feather la wafted downward 
From an eagle in hia flight. 

Longfelhw: The Day is Done. 

How dear to me the hour when daylight dies, 
And aunbeama melt altmg the silent sea. 

Moore: Hote Dear to Me the How. 
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It was an evening bii^^t and atill 
Ab ever blush'd on wave or bower, 
Bmiling from heaven, as if nought ill 
Could happen in m sw«et an hour. 

Moore: Looe* of AngeU. 

Tbe west is broken into ban 

Of orange, gold, and gray; 
Gone is tiw son, come are the stars. 

And night infolds the day. 
George Maodonatd : Songi of the ffiimnw Htghta. 

The mists above the morning rills 

Rise white as wings of prayer; 
Tbe »ltar-curtains of the hills 

Are sunsef B purple air. 

WMttier: Tent on the Beaek. 

Touched bj a light that hath no name, 

A glory never sung, 
Aloft on sky and mountain wall 

Are God's great pictures hung. 

Whittier: Sunaet on the Bearoamp. 

Evil; see Ooodneu. 

There is some soul of goodness in tiling evil. 
Would men observingly distil it out. 

Bhdketpeare: Henry V. 

Farewell hope! and with hope, farewell fearl 
Farewell remorse I all good to me is loat. 
Evil, be thou my good; 1^ thee at least 
Divided empire with hearen's king I hold. 

Uilton: Paradiie Lotl. 
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But eWl ia wrought by want of thought 
Ab well as want of heart. 

Eood: Lady't Dream. 

Evil BpiingB up, and flowers, and bears no aeed, 
And feedfl the green earth with its swift decay. 
Leaving It richer for the growth of trutJi. 

Latoell: Prometheus. 

Exile; see farewell. 

Some natural tears they dropped, but wiped them 

The world was all before them, where to chooBe 
Their place of rest, and Providence tbeir guide: 
They, hand in hand, with wandering steps and alow. 
Through Eden took their solitary way. 

Milton: ParadUe Loat. 

When I think of my own native land. 

In a moment I seem to be there; 
But alas! recollection at hand 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 

Oowper. 

Home, kindred, friends, and country — these 
Are things with which we never part; 
From clime to clime, o'er land and seas. 
We bear tbem with us in our heart: 
And yetl 'tis bard to feel resign'd. 
When they must all be left behind I 

Montgomery; Faretoell to a Miationorjf. 

Zxp«Tl«Lce. 

'Tia greatly wise to talk with our past hours, 
And ask tbem what report they bore to heaven; 
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And how tbej might have borne more welcome newa. 
Their anawers form what men experience call; 
If wisdom's friend, her best; if not, worst foe. 

7oung: Night Thoughts. 

To wilful men, 
Ttie injuries that thej themselves procure 
Most be their sebool'inaBters. 

Bhakeapam: King Lear. 

Experience is bj industry achieved. 

And perfected by the swift course of time. 

Shaketpeare: Two Gentlemen of Verona. 

Some positive, persisting fools we know. 
Who, if once wrong, will needs be always soj 
But you with pleasure own your errors past. 
And make each day a critic on the last. 

Pope: Ettay on Critioiim. 

Experience, join'd with common sense. 
To mortals Is a providence. 

Matthew Qreen: Bpleen. 

Men may rise on stepping-stones 

Of tiieir dead selves to higher things. 

Tennyson : In Memoriam. 

To Truth's house there is a single door. 

Which Is Experience. He teaches best. 

Who feels the hearts of all men in his breast. 

And knows their strength or weakness through hia 

Boyonl Taylor: Temptation of Eaeean Ben Khaled. 
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Pftltb; see Bcli^im, Deity, and Immortality. 

Confidence U conqueror of men ; victorious both over 

them and in them; 
The iron will of one atout heart shall make a thou- 

aand quail.- 
A feeble dwarf, dauotleHslj resolyed, will turn the 

tide of battle. 
And rallf to a nobler strife the giants that had Sed: 
The tenderest child, unconeciouB of a fear, will 

shanie the man to danger, 
And when he dared it, danger died, and faith bad 

vanquished fear. 

Tapper: Proverbial PKUotophy. 

Faith is the subtle chain 
That binds us to the Infinite: the voice 
Of a deep life within. 

Elixaheth Oakea Smith: Faith. 

Faith builds a bridge across the gulf of death. 
To brealc the shock blind nature cannot abun. 

Toung: Night Thought*. 

The great world's altar-stairs. 
That slope thro' darkness up to Grod. 

Tenny»on: In Uemoriam. 

Whose faith has centre eveiywhere, 
Nor cares to 6x Itself to form. 

Temtj/aon: In Metnoriam. 

Fame; «ee Apptenie and Power. 

Mb lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

Shaketpeare: Titut Androtuout. 
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Be in theiT flowing cups freshly remembered. 

Shakespeare: Henry V. 

Eame is the spur that the clear Hpirit doth nise 

(Thftt last inlirmitf of noble mind) 

To «com deligbte and live UborioQB Aaji; 

But the fair guerdon when we hope to And, 

And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 

Cornea the blind Fury with the abhorred shears, 

And slits tiie tbin-spun life. 

MilUm: Lycidaa. 

Nor fame I sli^t, nor for her favors call: 
She cornea unlooked for, if she eomea at all. 

Pope: Temple of Fame. 

The best-concerted schemes men \a.y lor fame 
Die fast away: only themselveB die faster. 
The far-fam'd sculptor and the laurell'd bard. 
Those bold insurancers of deathless fame. 
Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 

Blair: Qrave. 

For what is fame 
But the benignant strength of One, transformed 
To joy of ManyT 

Oeorge Eliot: Armgart. 

Aht who can tell how hard it is to climb 
The steep where Fame's proud t«mple shines afar I 
Beattie: Mimtrel. 
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Fame ia the ihads ol itninortalit;, 

And in itMlf a ihadow. Soon aa cau^t, 

Oontemn'd, it ahrfnlu to nothing in the grup. 

TouMg: Higkt Thoitghta. 

Who can contemplate Fame tbnnigfa clouds unfold 
The Btu which riMB o'er her steep, nor cllmbt 

Bi/rtm: VMUe BaroU. 

The diTing np a tingle tear hae more 

Of honest fame than shedding eess of gore. 

Byron: Don Juan, 

We tell ihj doom without a sigh. 
For thou art freedom's now, and fame's — 
One of the few, th' immortal names 

That were not bom to diel 

BaOeok. 

The boast of heraldry, tiie pomp of power. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 

Await alike th' inevitable hour; 
The path* of glory lead but to the gravel 

Onjf: BUgj/- 

Fame Inlli the fever of &m soul, and makes 
Us feel that we have grasp'd an immortalliy. 

Joaq%un Milter! Itm. 

Fame is the fragrance of heroic deeds. 

LongftUow; Tale* of a Wofftide Inn. 



DigniodD, Google 



The Handbook of Quotatioiu 71 

And departing, leave behind us 

Pootprinta on the unds of time; — 
Footprints, that perhaps anotber, 

Sailing o'er life's solemn main, 
A forlorn mi ■hipwreck'd brother. 

Seeing, ahkll ta!ke heart again. 

Langfelltnt: Ptalm of Life. 

mewell, a«od-b]r{ tM AbMuee, RMlffsatlon, and 
ParUiir. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my grsatnewl 

B^ketpeare: Henry Tttt. 

Fare thee well; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
tiij spirits all of comfort. 

SAaiketpeare; AtUowy and Cleopalra. 

Farewell r 
For in that word, — that fatal word,r— howe'er 
We promise — hope — believe, — there breathes despair. 
Byron: Ooraair. 

Farewell I a word that must be, and hath been: 
A sound which makes us linger; — yet — farewellt 

Byron: Childe Banld. 

Farewell I If ever fondest prayer 

For others' weal amil'd ou high. 
Mine will not aU be lost iu air. 

But waft thy name beyond the sky. 

Syrmt: Farewellt If Ever Fondeit Prayer, 

Flow down, eold riTulet, to the sea. 
Thy tribute wave deliTer; . . . 
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A. thousand suns will streajii on thee, 

A thousand moons will quiver; 
But not bj thee m7 steps shall be. 

For ever and for ever. 

Tennyion: A FarviDeU. 

Fate, VeitlBT; tee Fortune and Futurity. 

What fates impose, that men must needs abide; 
It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

Shaketpeare: 3 Benry VI. 

All human things are subject to Avmj, 

And when fate summons, monarchs must obej. 

Drjfden: MacFledknoe. 



While warmer souls command, naj, make their fate, 
Thy fat« made thee, and forc'd thee to be great. 



Pate holds the strings, and Men like Children, move 
But as they're led: Success is from above. 

Lord Lanadowne : Beroio Love. 

Heaven from all creatures hides the Book of Fate, 
All but the page preacrib'd, their present state : 
From brutes what men, from men what spirits 

Or who could suffer being here belowT ■ . . 
Oh 1 blindness to the future I kindly given. 
That each ma^ fill the circle mark'd hj heav'a. 
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Who sees, with equal eye, as God of all, 
A hero perish, or a sparrow fall. 

Pope: Suajf on Man. 

Here's a sigh to those who love me. 
And a smile to those who hatei 
And, whatever sky'* above me, 
^re's a heart for ev'17 fate. 

Byron: To Tom Moore. 

No one can he more wise than deatinj. 

I'ettnyaon: A Dream of Fair Women. 



AJas, hy what rude fate 

Our lives, lilce ships at sea, an instant meet^ 

Then part forever on their courses fleet! 

E. 0. Btedman: Blameleit PrinM. 

Even in the most exalted state. 
Relentless sweeps the stroke ol fat«. 
The strongest fall. 

Longfellow: Capiat De Manriqae. 

All are architects of Fate, 

Working in these walls of Time; 
Some with massive deeds and great. 

Some with onumenU of rhyme. 

Longfellow: The Builders. 

Sbipa that pass In the ni{^t, and apeak each other 
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So on the ocean of life ws pau and speak mia 

another. 
Only a look and a voice, then darkneaa again and 

a iflenoe. 

Longfellow: TaUt of a Wayside Jim. 

No wind can drive mj bark astray. 
Nor cbange the tide of destjny. 

Johft BurroufThc.- WAiting. 

Tather; am Kotlier and Home. 

It is a wise father that Itnows his own child. 

Shakeapeare! Merchant of Tentoe. 

If there be a htunan tear 
I^vm paaaion'a dross refln'd and clear, . . . 
Tia tiiat which pioua tathera shed 
Upon ft duteona dau^ter's head. 

Soott: Lady of the Lake. 

To aid thy mind'a development — to wat«h 
Tlie dawn o( little jqra— to ait and see 
Almost thy very growth — to view thee catch 
Knowledge of objects — wtmders yet to seel 
To hold thee li^ily on a gentle knee, 
And print on thy soft cheek a parent's kisa^- 
This, it should seem, was not leseiVd for me; 
Yet such was In my nature. 

Bgron: CMUe Hanld. 

The child is father of the man. 

Wordavxirth: My Heart Leapt Up. 

Tnr, Oowardloe; see Oonnwe and Sanger, 
In tinw we hate that which we often fear. 

etmheapeare; Antony and Cleopatra, 
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When oar actions do not, 
Onr f«ara do make lu traitors. 

Shaketpeare: Maeietk. 

Wbf, wliat should be the fekrT 
I do not set mj life at a. pin's fee; 
And, for my soul, what can It do to that, 
Being a thing inunortol as itaelf T 

Bhakeapeare: HamUt. 

Cowards die man]' times lief ore their deaths; 
The Taliant never taste of death but once. 

Bhdketpeare : JuUui Cwtar. 

So, though be posted e'er so fast. 
Bis fear was greater than his haste; 
For fear, though fleeter than the wind, 
Belieros 'tis always left behind. 

Butler: Hwfibras. 

The coward never on himself reliei. 
But to an equal for assistance flies. 

Onibbt. 

Uust I consume my life— this little life. 
In guarding against all may moke it lea*? 
It is not worth u> much! — it were to die 
Before my hour, to live In dread of deatii. 

Byro»: BardawipttlM. 

Desponding fear, of feeble fancies full. 
Weak and unmanly, loosens ev'ry power. 

TkomuM: S«aMiu. Spring. 



DigniodD, Google 



76 The Handbook of Quotattoju 

The clouds dispeU'd, the sky reium'd her 1i|^t, 
And Nature stood recover'd of her frighL 
But fear, the last of ills, remain'd behind. 
And hontir heav; sat on every mind. 

Drj/deit: Thtodore and Bonoria. 

Men lie, who lack courage to tell truth — the 
cowards. 

Joatium Miller: Ina. 

Flatterr; lee Applause and Fame. 

Yon pla^ the spaniel. 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me. 
Shakespeare: Bemry VIII. 

And crook the pregnant hinges of tbe knee. 
Where thrift ma^ follow fawning. 

Bhakeapeare; ffomM. 

Flowen. 

I know a bank where the wild thyme blows, 
Where oz-Iipa and the nodding violet grows; 
Quite orer-canopied with luscious woodbine, 
WiUi sweet muHk-roses, and with eglantine. 

Bhakespeare: Midtmumer StgXfe Dream. 

She looks M dear 
roses, newly wash'd in dew. 

BhaJeeipeare: Taming of the Bhrew. 



Thanks to the human heart, 1^ which we live, 
ntanks to its tenderness, its joys and fears. 
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To me the meaneat flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for teara. 

Wordtujorth: Intimationa of IinmortaUtj/. 

In Eastern lands the^ talk in flowers. 
And tiiej tell in a garland tlieir loves and cares; 
Each bloBBOm that blooms in their garden bowers 
On its leaves a mystio language bears. 

Pereival: Language of (h« Flovien. 

Brave flowers — that I cotdd gallant it like yon. 

And be as little vaint 
You come abroad, and mabe a harmleis show. 

And to your beds of earth again. . . . 
Ton fragrant flowers I then teach me, that my 

breath 
Like yours may sweeten and perfume ray death. 

Benry King: Contemplatvm upon Flovera. 

Spake full well, in langnage quaint and olden. 
One who dwelteth by the castled Rhine, 

When he called the flowers, so blue and golden. 
Stars,, that in earth's flrmament do shine. 

Longfellow: Fhwert. 

These children of the meadows, bom 
Of •unshine and of showers I 

Whittier: Ftoieera in Winter. 

Flowers spring up 
Unsown, and die ungaUiered. 

Bryant : Antiquitg of Freedom, 

The gentle race of flowers 
Are lying in their lowly beds. 

Bryant: Death of the Floioers. 
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Thia fellow is wIh enouf^ to pUy the fool. 
And to do thftt Tell cmveB a kind of vit. 

Bhaketpeare: Twelfth Night. 



ahakeapeare: Win.ttr'a Tale. 

U«n naj lire fools, but foola their cannot die. 

Toting: Night Thought: 

Tie not in foUf not to soom a fool. 
And scuoe in liuman wisdom to do more. 

Toitng: Sight Thought: 



Fools, to talldng ever prone. 
An nm to make tbeir follies known. 

Qag: Foble: 

A fo(d mnst now and then be ri^t b^ chanoe. 

Ootoper: Oom>eriation. 

A shallow brain behind a serious mask, 
An Oracle within an empty cask; . . . 
He says but little, and that little said 
Owes all its weight, UIm loaded dice, to lead. 
His wit InTitw j'ou bj his looks to come, 
But when you knock it never Is at home. 

Ootoper: OotmervitUM, 
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Fo^Yeseu, Repentuiae, Paidoa. 

Let UB no more contend, nor blune 
Eaeh other, blam'd enou^ elsewttere, but atrive 
In offices of lore, how we may listen 
Badti other*! burden, in our ahue of woe, 

Milton: Paradttt Lott. 

Great soub for^ve not injuries till time 
Hsfl put their enemies Into their power, 
Hist they msy ehow forgiveness in their own. 

Toung men soon give, and soon forget affronts: 
Old age is slow in both. 

AMitoin Calo. 

Good tuttora ftnd good sense must ever join; 
To err is human, to for^ve divine. 

Pope: Btny o» Oritititm. 

Thef who forgive most shall be most forgiven. 

Butley; Futaa. 

Pardon, not Wrath, is God'e best attribute. 
Bayard Taylor: T'emptotiofi of Bat$ait Ben KhoM. 

I bow before the noble mind 
That freelj some great wrong forgives; 

Yet nobler is the one for^ven. 

Who bears that burden well, and lives. 

AietaUe A. Frooter. 

Tortnne; «ee Happiness and Fate. 

There is a tide in the aSoirs of men. 

Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
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Omitted, all the royags of their life 
Is bound in ihallowB and in miBeri»; 
And we must take U» current when it serves. 
Or lose our ventuie*. 

Bluiketpeare: Juliut Catar. 

Fortune la men?. 
And in this mood will give ui anTthing. 

Bhaketpeare : JuUut 0<Biar. 

Bleas'd are those 
Whose blood and judgment are so well commingled, 
That (key are not a. pipe for fortune's finger. 
To sound what atop she please. 

Bhaketpeare : ffomlet. 

When Fortune means to men most good. 
She looks upon them with a threafning eye. 

Bhaketpeare: King John. 

Who titinks that Fortune cannot change her mind. 
Prepares a dreadful jest for all mankind. 

Pope. 

Alas I tlie joys tbat fortune brings 

Are trifling, and decay, 
And tbose who prize the trifling things, 

More trifling still than they. 

Ooldsmith: EAwin and Angelina. 



All our advantages are those of Fortune; 
Birth, wealth, health, beauty, are her accidents; 
And when we cry out against Fate, 'twere well 
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We shonld remember Fortune can take nongltt 
Bave what she gave. 

Byron: Ttpo Fotoari. 

Preedom; see Liberty. 

Eeieditaiy boDdsmen! know je not, 
Who would be free, themaelTeB must strike the blow? 
Byron: Childe Harold. 

Freedom's battle, once begun, 
Bequeath'd b^ bleeding sire to eon, 
Tho' baffled oft, ia ever won. 



Freedom all winged expands. 
Nor perches in a narrow place. 

Emerson: VolimtartM. 

And lol the fullneii of the time baa come. 

And over all tiie exile's Western borne, 

From sea to sea the flowers of freedom bloom I 

WIMtier: Penmylwiua PUgrim. 

Then Freedom sternly said: " I sbnn 
No strife nor pang beneath the snn. 
When human rights are staked and won." 

Whittiar: The WatiAen. 

The nations lift their right hands up, and swear 
Their oath of freedom. 

Wnttier: Garibaldi. 

Oh, Freedom! thou art not, as poeta dream, 

A fair young girl, with light and delicate limbs, 
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When he took off the gfvei. A bearded man, 
Armed to the teeth, art thou; one mailed hand 
Qraspa the broad shield, and one the sword; tb; 

Glorious in beauty though it be, ia Bcaired 
With tokens of old wars. 

Bryattt: Antiquitj/ of Freedotn. 

Stone walla do not a prison make, 

Nor iron bars a cage) 
Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for an hermitage; 
If I have freedom in m; love 

And in taj soul am free, 
Angela alone, that soar above, 

Enjojr such liberty. 

Bichard LoveUuv: To Althea frwn Prittm. 

rrieadililp, Tellowihlp, Companionship; tee Lore and 
Brotberlioad. 
I count myself in nothing else bo hapf^. 
As in a soul rememb'ring mj good friends. 

Bhakeapeare: Biehard II. 

A friend diould bear bis friend's inflnnities. 

ShaJcfpeam Jwttut Catar, 

In companions 
That do conTerse and waste the time together. 
Whose aouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There must needs be a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of mannera, and of spirit, 

ahdkespeare: Uerehant of Venice. 
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The friends thou haet, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with boopa of steel. 

Shakttpean: Bamlet. 

For who not needs shall never lack a friend; 
And who in want & hollow friend doth try, 
Directly Masons bim his enemy. 

Shakeap&vre: Ramlet. 

True happiness 
Consists not in the multitude of friends. 
But in the worth and choice. 

Ben Jonson: Cynthia's Revtl*. 

A generous friendship no cold medium knows, 
Bums with one love, with one resentment glows; 
One should our interests and our passions be. 
My friend must hate the man that injures me. 

Pope: rUad. 

Great sonls t^ instinct to each other turn. 
Demand alliance, and In friendship bum. 

Addieon: Camipaigit. 

Friends I have made, whom envy must commend. 
But not one foe whom I would wish a friend. 

Churchill: Conference. 

Like friends once parted 
Grown single-hearted. 

Shelley: Arethvia. 

God never loved me in so sweet a way before: 
Tis Ha alone who can such bleasinga send; 
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And when hie love would new expression find, 
B» bronglit thte t« me And He said, 
"Behold a. Friend 1" 

Anonf/motu. 

friend 1 O beat of friends! Tb^ absence more 
Than the impending niglit darkens the landscape 

LongfeUovs: Oh<nat%u. 



A day for toil, an hour for sport, 
But for ft friend life is too short. 

Emenon; Otrngiierations by tht Way. 



O friend, my boBom said, 

Through thee atone the sky Is arched, 

Throu|^ thee the rose is red; 

All things through thee tolce luAler form. 

And look beyond tlie earth. 

The mill- round of our fate appears 

A Bun-patb in thy worth. 

Me too thy Doblenesa hoa taught 

To master my despair; 

The fountains of n^ hidden life 

Are throu^ thy friendship fair. 

Emenot,: Friendship. 

Asleep, awake, by night or day. 
The friends I seek are seeking me. 

JokuBurrougiia: Waiting. 
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Tntnritr, Steralty; see KemoT^ and The Put. 
Tia the divini^ that Btira within us; 
lis beaven itself, that points out an hereafter, 
And intimates eternit; to man. 

AidiioM: Onto. 

Oh, cxnild we lift the future's sable shioudt 

Battey; Featut, 

Tnut no future, howe'er pleaaantl 
Let the dead Past boiy its dead! 

Longfellow: Paalm of lAfe, 

For I dipt into the future, far as human eye oould 

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder 
that would be. 

Tennyson; ZiOcittley ffoU. 

The Future I may face now I have proved the Past. 
Browmng, 

For men may come and men may go. 
But I go on for ever. 

Tennyson .* TAe Song of iKe Bto<^ 

I know not what the future hath 

Of marvel or surprise. 
Assured alone that life and desUi 

Qod'a mercy underlies. WKittiw. 

Osnlui; see Inspiration. 

Time, place, and action, may with pains be wrought. 
But genius must be bom, and never can be taught. 
Dryden: Epiatle to Ooagrwe. 
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OtM •dance oa\j will om gsniua fit, 
So TBflt is ftrt, M narrow kiutum wit: . . . 
Like IdngB, we lose the oonqneeta gain'd before, 
Bj Tftin ambition still to make ttiem more. 

Pope: BMag on Oritiolam. 

Talents angel-brig^t. 
If wanting wortli, are shining instruments 
Jb fslse ambition's hand, to finish faults 
Illustrious, and give iafamf lenown. 

Toting: NigM Thoughlt. 

Oentlenuui; tee Cbanoter and Haa. 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, 
A'am'd in the prodigality of nature, 
Young, valiant, wise, and, no donbt right royal, 
The spacious world cannot again afford. 

Bkakeapeare: Biohard III. 

He had then the grace, too tare in every clime. 
Of being, without alli^ of fop or beaui 
A flnisb'd gentleman from top to toe. 

Byron: Don Juan. 

And thus be bore without abuse 
The grand old name of gentleman. 

Tennyaon: I» Momoritun. 

Tho* modest, on his unembarrBsa'd brow 
Nature had written — Gentlonan. 

Byron: Don Juan, 
Shosts, Iplilti. 

I can call spirite from the vasty deep. 
— Why, so can I; or so can any man: 
But will they come, when you do call for themt 

aitaketpeare: 1 Benr]/ fF, 
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Bpirita when they pleaae 
Cui either mx bwume, or both; ao wft 
And nncompoimded is tiieir essence pure. 

Milton: Pamdite Lott, 

He shudder'd, as no doubt the braTest cowers 
When he can't tell what 'tis that doth appall. 
How odd a single hobgoblin'a nonentity 
Bhould caus« more fear than a whole host's identity. 
Byron: Don Jiuin. 

Gifts. 

Nearer we hold of God 

Who gives, than of his tribes that take, I must 

Browning: RaVbi Ben Etra. 

She prises not such trifles as these are: 
The gifts she looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart; which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd. 

8hake»peare: Winter't Tale. 

To the noble mind. 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 

Bhakeapeart: Hamlet. 

Saints themselves will sometimes be. 
Of gifta that eost them nothing, free. 

Butler: Budibraa. 

OoodBMi; MS Tirtne, Charity, and Bvll. 
GFood, the more 
Communicated, the more abundant grows. 

MUton: Patadite Imt. 
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Hard was their lodging, homely vu their food, 
For all their luxurj was doing good. 

Oarfh: Olaremont. 

What pity 'tis, one that can speak BO well, 
ISiould, in hia actiona, be so ill I 

Matainger: PafiiameHt of Love. 

Greatness and goodness are not means, but ends I 
HaUi he not always treasures, always friendH, 
The good great man! three treasures. Love, and 

Light, 
And Calm Thoughts, regular as infant's braath: 
And three firm friends, more sure than day and 

night, 
Hinueir, his Maker, and the Angel Death. 

Coleridge: The Oood, Gnat Man, 

Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be elever; 

Do noble things, not dream them, all day long: 
And 80 moke life, death, and that vast foreveT 

One grand, sweet song. 

Charlee King»ley: A FareKtU. 

May I . . . 
Be the sweet presence of a good diffused. 
And in diffusion ever more intense. 

George Eliot. 

There shall never be one lost good t What was, shall 

live as before; 
The evil is null, is nau^t, is silence implying 

sound; 
What was good ahall be good, with, for evil, so 

much good iiu)re. . . . 
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All we have willed or hoped or dreamed of good 
shall exist; 
Not its semblaiice, but itself; no beanf;, nor good, 

Whoae voice has gone forOi, but each anrvivefl for 
the melodist 
When etemi^ affirma tiie oonception of an hour. 
Brovntinff: Abt Vogler. 

OoTOBDiest, Empire, Kings. 

Vor forms of govermnent let fools contest, 
Whato'er is beat administer'd is best 

Pope; Bttatf on Man. 

A crown. 
Golden in show, is but a wreath o( thorns. 
Brings dangers, troubles, cares, and sleepless nii^ts, 
To him who wears the regal diadem. 
When on his shonlders each man's burthen lies, 
Far therein stands the office of a king, — 
His honor, virtue, merit, and chief praise, — 
That for the public all this weight he beaia. 

Milton: Paradiae Regained. 

There's such dirinitf doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Acts little of his wiU. 

Bhakeipeare: Hamkt. 

What is a kingl a man condemn'd to bear 
The public burthen of the nation's care. 

Prior: Bolomon. 

Princes, that would their people should do well. 
Must at themselves begin, as at the head ; 
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For men, hj their example, pattern out 

Their imitations and regard of lawB; 

A virtuoiu court a world to virtue drawi. 

BenJoiuon: Cj/nthia'a ReveU. 

We too are friendi to Ic^alty. We lore 

The king who loves the law, respects bis boonds. 

And reigns content within them. Him we serve 

Freel; and with delight, who leaves ua free; 

But recoHeeting still ttiat he is man. 

We tnut him not too («-. 

Cotoper: Task. 

For JQBt experience tells, in everf soil. 
That those who think must govern those who toil. 
Goldsmith: Traveller. 

For some must follow, and some command. 
Though all are made of cla^. 

LonfffellMO. 

wretched state of Kin^ ! doleful fate I 
Greatness misnamed, in misery only great! 
Could men but know the endlesB woe it bringa, 
The wise would die before they would be Kings. 
Think what a King must do I It tasks the best 
To rale the little world within his breast. 
Yet must he rule it, and the world beside, 
Or King is none, undone t^ power and pride. 
Think what a King must bet What burdens bear 
From birth to death 1 His life is one long care. 
It wears away in taaka that never end. 
He has ten thousand foes, but not one friend. 

£. a. atoddard: The Einft Bett. 
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Oratltnde. 

I baU ingratitude more in a. tnan 
Than lying, vsinMsa, babbling, drunkenneaH, 
Or any taint of vice, wlioae strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Shakespeare : Twelfth NigM. 

How Hborper than a aerpenf 8 tooth it ia. 
To hare a thankleu cfaildl 

Bhakeapeare: King Lear. 

A grateful mind 
By owing owes not, but still pays, at onoft 
Indebted and dischar^d. 

MilOm: PorrnKw Lot. 

To ibe generous mind 
The heaviest debt is tliat of gratitude. 
When tia not in our power to lepay it 

FrankU*. 

All should unit« to punish the ungrateful; 
Ingratitude is treosim to mankind. 

Tkontaon. 

Ah I vainest of all things 
Is the gratitude of kings t 

Longfellow: Beliaariut. 

Otlef, Tomn; tee AflUotioii and Sorrow, 

A heavier task could not have been impos'd. 
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable. 

Bhakeapeare ; Comedy of Errvn. 
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What's gone, aod wliat's pact help, 
Should be past grief. 

Sliakeipeare : ;S*«ter'( Tak. 

Ever; one can maeter a. grief but he that has it. 

Bkakeapeare: Muoh Ado About VotMn;. 

My grief lies all within ; 
And these external manners of laments 
Are merely shadows to the onseen grief 
That swells with silence in the torturt soul; 
There lies the substanoe. 

Bliakeapeare: Biehard II. 

In all the silent manlinesa of grief. 

Ooldtmith: Dtterted ViOage. 

There cornea 
For ever something between ns and what 
We deem our happiness. 

Byron; Sardanapahu. 

So bright the tear in Beanty's eye. 
Love half regrets to kiss it dry; 
So sweet the blush of Bashfulness, 
Even Pity scarce can wish it lesst 

Byron; Bride of Ahj/dot. 

The suffocating sense of woe. 
Which speaks hnt in its lonelineu. 
And then is jealous lest the sky 
Should have a listener. 

Byron : Promvtheut. 
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Grief ia a tattered teDt 
Wberethioui^ God's light dofh shine. 

Ltmy Larcotn; Binta. 

Crood is that darkening of our lives. 

Which onlf God can brighten; 
But better still that hopeleae load. 

Which none but God can listen. 

Frederick yPilliam Faler: Deep Brief. 

To me the meaneat flower that blows can give 
Thoughts tlkat do often lie too deep for tears. 

Wordiworth: Intimatioiu of ImtnorlaUty. 

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean. 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the ejes. 
In looking on the happy Autumn fields. 
And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Tennyaon: The PrinaeM. 

Only those ate crowned and sainted 
Who with grief have been acquainted. 
Making nations nobler, freer. 

Longfellow: Prometheua. 

Know how sublime a thing it is. 
To suffer and be strong. 

Longfellow: Tfte IAg\t of the Start. 

Qnllt, Crime; see Conicienoe and EvlL 
Oniltiness will speak 
Thou^ tongues were out of use. 

Shakeapeare: Othello. 
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To wliat gnlfa 
A Bingle deriktion from the trade 
Of human dntiee leade even those who claim 
The homage of mankind at their bom dae, 
And find it, till they forfeit it themselTH. 

Byron: Bardanapahia. 

How guilt, onoe harboT'd in the eonadous breaat. 
Intimidates the brave, degrades Uie great I 

Dr. JolvMon: Irene, 

Guilt is the sonroe of sorrow! 'tis the fland, 
Th' avenging fiend, that follows as behind. 
With whips and stings. 

VMolM Bowe: TAe Fair Peiriten*. 

Bablt; tee Oustom. 

iSj very chains and I grew friends, 
So mu^ a long eonmiimlon tends 
To make us what we are ; even I 
B^ain'd my freedom with a eigh. 

Byron: PriioMr of OMQom. 

Ill babita gather by unseen degrees, 

As brooki make rivers, rivers ran to seas. 

Dryden: Ovi^t UetamorpioMU. 

Happlseu; tee Joy, HIrth, and Ileatnze. 
To be good is to be happy — Angels 
Are happier than mankind, because they're better. 
Sio^otat Boioe: The Fair PetUteHt. 

Vix'i to no spot is happineas linoere, 
Tis nowhere to be found, or everywhere. 

Pope: Steajf an M<m. 
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Condition, circumstance, b not the thing, 
Bliss is the sune in subject or in king. 

Pope: Euay on Man. 

The spider's most sttenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's t«tider tie 
On earthly bliaa; it breaks at every breen. 

young: Kight ThougiiU. 

Domestic happiness, thou only bliss 

Of Paradise that hast survived the Fall I 

Cooper: Tatk. 

All who joy would win 
Must share it — Happiness was bom a. twin. 

Byron: Don Juan. 

And there is even a happiness 
That makes the heart afraid. 

Bood: Oie to Melanoho^, 

If solid happiness we prize. 

Within our breast this jewel lies. 

And tbey are fools who roam; 

The world hath nothing to bestow. — 

From our own selves our bliss must flow. 

And that dear hut, our home. 

Ootton: Fireaide. 

Enow then this truth, (enou^ for man to know,) 
Virtue alone is happiness below. 

Pope; E»iay on Man. 

The hi^est hills are miles below the sky. 
And so far ia the fittest heart below 
True happioesB. 

Bailey: Feittu. 
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Tis heaveii alone that is given away, 
Tib only Gkid may be had for the asldng; . . . 
We are happy now because God wills it. 

Lowell: Jiine. 



They live too long who happineu outlive; 
For life and death are thinga indifferent; 
Each to be choae, as either brings content. 



— To vow, and swear, and auperpraise my parts. 
When, I am sure, yon hate me with your hearts. 

ShtAetpeare: Midnmtmer Sighfa Dream. 

Never can true reconcilement grow 
Where wounds of deadly hate have pierc'd so deep. 
Milton: Paradite Lott. 

Offend her, and she knows not to for^vej 
Oblige her, and shell hate you while you live. 

Pope: Moral E»ny». 

Disgust conceal'd 
Is oft-times proof of wisdom, when the fault 
Is obstinate, and cure beyond our reach. 

Oov>per: Ta»k. 

He, who would free from malice pass his days, 
Must live obscure, and never merit praise. 



They did not know how hate can bum 

In hearta once changed from soft to stem; 
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Not all tbe false and fatal zeal 
Tlie convert of revenge can feel. 

Byron: Biega of Corinth. 

Fear'd, shunn'd, belied, ere youtli had lost her force, 
^e hated men too much to feel remorse. 
And thought the vice of wrath a sacred oall. 
To pa^ the injurleB of some on all. 

Byron: Conair. 

Health. 

Th' ingFedienta of healtb and long life are 
Great temperance, open air. 
Easy labor, little care. 

Sir PMUp Sidney . 

Ah) what avail the largest gifts of Heaven, 
When drooping health and epirita go amisH ! 
How tasteless then whatever can be given! 
Health is the vital principie of blias, 
And exercise of health. 

Thomaon: Ciutle of Indolence. 

Nor love, nor honor, wealth, nor power. 
Can give the heart a cheerful hour 
When health is lost. Be timely wise; 
With health all taste of pleaaure flies. 

Gay: Fabte«. 

Reason's whole pleasure, all the joys of sense. 
Lie in three words, health, peace, and competenoe. 
Bnt health consists with temperance alone; 
And peace, O Virtue! peace is all thy fwn. 

Pop0: Suay on Mtm, 
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Heart; see Love. 

Hia heart was one of lliose wbicb most enunor na. 
Wax to receive, kod marble to retain. 

Byron; Beppo. 

Heaven's sovereign saves all beinp but himself. 
That hideous sight, a naked human heart. 

Toung: Night ThovgkU. 

The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven, 
Bat changes, night and day, too, like the sky: 
Now o'er it clouds and thunder must be driven. 
And darkness and destruction as on hi^; 
But when it hath been acorch'd and pierc'd and 

Its Btorms expire in water-drops; the eye 

Pours forth, at last, the heart's blood turu'd ta 

Byron; Don /uon. 

Hy heart ie like ths sleeping lake, 
Which takes ibe hue of cloud and sky. 

And only feels its surface break 
When birds of passage wander by. 

Who dip their wings, and upward soar. 

And leave it quiet as before. 

N. P. WUUa. 

Heaven; see Death aiid Immortality. 
Shall we serve heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gross Mtvea! 

Shakeapemre: Meaaure for Meatvre. 
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Heaven is above all yet; there Bits a Judge 
That no king can corrupt. 

Bkak«»p«uv: Benry Till, 

Is u ilie Bode of Ood before tbee act, 
Wberdn to read hb wondrous works. 

Milton: Paradiae Lo»t. 

May I reach 
^nut purest heaven, — be to otber souls 
Tbe cup of atrengUi in some great agony. 

Qeorge EUot. 

" Go, wing thy fli^t from star to star, 
From world to luminous world, as far 
As the nniversB spreads its flaming wall ; 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres, 
And multiply each through endless years. 
One minut« of heaven is worth them all I " 

Thomaa Moore: Lalla Rookk. 

Heaven Is as near by water as by land. 

Longfellow: Bir Humphrey QiXbert. 

HeU; »ee Onllt. 

A dungeon horrible, on all sides round. 

As one great furnace flamed i yet from those flames 

No light; but rather darkness visible 

Serv'd only to discover sights of woe, 

Regions of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace 

And rest can never dwelt, hope never comes 

That comes to all, but torture without end. 

Milton: Paradiae Lott. 
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Hell hatb no limits, nor ia cireufflHcrib'd 

In one self -place; for where we are is Hell; 

.And where Hell is, there must w« ever be; 

And to conclude, when all the world diasolves, 

And every creature shall be purified, 

AH plooes Bhall be Hell that are not Heaven. 

Marlowe: Fatutua. 

Hell is the wrath of God — His hate of sin. 

Bailejf: Fettva. 

Hell is more bearable than nothingness. 

Bailey: Fettu». 



Heroei, Heroiim; see Conra^ and HoliUlty. 
Whoe'er ezcels in what we priae. 
Appears a hero in our ejea. 

Sviift: Gadenut and yanessa. 

Prodif^ous actions may as well be done 
By weaver's issue, as by prince's son. 

Dryden; Absalom and iehitophel. 

Yes, Honor decks the turf that wraps their clay. 

Byron: OMlde Sanld. 

To the hero, when bis sword 

Has won the iMttle for the free. 

Death's voice sounds like a prophet's word; 

And in its hollow tones are beard 

The Uianks of millions yet to be! 

BdOeok,' Maroo Boaearia. 
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Hie race, in conquering, 
Bome fierce Titanic joy of conqoeat kttowe : 

Whether in Teina of serf or king. 
Our BDcient blood beats reetleaa in repose. 

Bayara Taylor: The National Ode. 

Hardship, even as vrong, 
Provokes Uie leyel-eyed, heroic mood. 

Bayard Taylor: The ffirttonol Ode. 

— The catholic man who hath mlghtilj won 
God out of knowledge and good out of infinite pain 
And aij^t out of blindness and purity out of a 
■tain. 

Sidney Lanier: The Marahei of Qlynn. 

Him tiiey call Hero, who in one fine burst 
Of splendid courage, mid the world's acclaim, 
Doth storm the shining heights of mighty Fame, 

And win his crown, though Fortune do her worst. 

How sb&Il we speak his holier name, who strives 
In hidden silence and with laboring breath. 
Against the fearsome shapes of Pain and Death, 

Counting his laurels in glad human lives! 

Mary Elizabeth Blake. 

Home; see AbuBM, Vather, Kother, and Welcome. 
Uan, through all ages of revolving time, 
Unchanging man, in every varying clime. 
Deems bis own land of every land the pride, 
Belov'd of heaven o'er all the world beside: 
Hia home, the spot of earth supremely blest, 
A dearer, sweeter spat than all the rest. 

James Montgomery; West Indies. 
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And say, witbont our hopes, vrithont our feara. 
Without the home that plighted love endears. 
Without the smile from partial beauty won, 
Obi vrbf,t were manT — a world without a aim. 

Camptell: Pleamirei of Hope. 

Tts sweet to hear the watch-dog's honest bark 
Bay deep-mouthed welcome as we draw near home; 
Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter when we come. 

Byron: Don Juan. 

Bucb is tiie patriot's boast, where'er we roam, 
His first, best country, ever is at home. 

QoUUmith: Traoeller. 

Type of the wise, who soar, but nerer roam — 
lime to the kindred points of Heaven and Home. 
WiViam. Wordaieorlh: To the Skylarh. 

ISii pleasures and palaces though we may roam. 
Be it ever so bumble, there's no place like home. 

J, Boward Payne: SofM, Btoeet Some. 

Hame, hame, hame, O hame fain wad I be — 
O hame, hame, hame, to my ain countieel 

AllMt Otmningham. 

Breathes there the man with soul so dead. 
Who never to himself hath aald, 
Thie is my own, my native landl 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burn'd, 
As home his footsteps he bath tum'd. 
Prom wandering on a foreign strand I 

8oott: Lay of Laat MinttreL 
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Bow dear to this heart are the scenes of my eliild- 

bood. 
When fond recollection presents them to view: — 
The orchard, the meadov, the deep-Uof^ed wild- 



Honeitr; see Deceit and Bineerlty. 

Aye, sir: to be honest, as this world goea. Is to be 
- one man pick'd out of two tJiousand. 

Bhi^ceipeare: Hamlet. 

There is no terror, Caasiua, in your tbieata; 
For I am arm'd so strong in honesty. 
That they pass by me, as the Idle wind. 
Which I respect not. 

81iake»p«arv: JuUtu Oteaar, 

An honest man's the noblest work of God. 

Pope: Buay om Von. 

Eonor; tee Character. 

Not a man, for being simply man, 
Hath any honoi ; but honor for those honors 
That are without him, bb place, riches, favor. 
Frizes of accident as oft as merit. 

Shakespeare: Trmlua and Oreitidtt, 

O, that estates, degrees, and offices, 
Were not derived corruptly! and that clear honor 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer! 
How many tiien should cover, that stand bare! 
How many be commanded, that command 1 
How much low peasantry would then be glean'd 
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From Qm true seed of honorl and how much honor 
Pick'd from Uis chaff and ruin of the Umes, 
To be new vamisb'd. 

Shakespeare: Merchant of Yenioe. 

Mine honor Is m; life; both grow in one; 
Take honor from me, and m; life is done. 

SluAetpeaTe: mehard II, 

This, abOTO all,— To ttiiiie own self be true; 
And it must follow, as the nl^t ttie day, 
Thon cuut not then be false to any man. 

Bhaketpeare: Hamlet, 

Honor's m sacred tie, the law of kinga. 
The noble mind's distinguishing perfection. 
That aide and etrengthens virtue where it meets her. 
And imitates her actions, where she is not. 

It ought not to be sported with. ^ 

Addtcon; Cato. 

Better to die ten thousand thousand deaths. 
Than wound my honor. 

Ad^on: Oato. 

nonor and shame from no condition rise; 
Act well your part, there all the honor lies. 

Pope: Eitay on Man. 



I could not love thee, Dear, so much, 
Lored I not honor more. 

Bichard Lovelaw, 
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If honor calls, where'er Bh« pointe Uie waj 
The sona of honor follow, uid obey. 

Okwrchitt: Farevell. 

Hope; see Detpolr. 

Oft expectation ftils, uid most oft there 
Where most it promises; and ott it bits 
Where hope is coldest, and despair most fits. 

Bltaketpeare: A.IP* Well That Eitdt Wett. 

True hope is awift, and files with swallow's wings; 
Kings it mokes gods, and meaner creatures Idi^gs. 

Bhakegpeare: Riohar4 III. 

Yet where an equal poiie of hope and fear 
Does arbitrate the erent, m; nature is 
That I incline to hope raUier than fear. 

Milton: Conuu. 

Tet I argue not 
Against Heaven's hand or will, nor bate a jot 
Of heart or hope, but still bear up and steer 
Bight onward. 

if titan : Sonnett. 

White as a white sail on a dusk)' sea. 
When half th' horizon's clouded and half free. 
Fluttering between the dun wave and the skj. 
Is hope's last gleam in man's extremity. 

Byron: ttland. 

None without hope e'er loved the brif^teet fair. 
But love can hope, where reason would despair. 

Lyltellon: Epigrant, 
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Who Irids me hope I and, in Uiat charming word, 
Hm peace uid tmuport to my h>u1 reator'd. 

Ljfttelton: Progreta of Love. 

Hope ipringB eternal in the hunun breast; 
Han never ia, but always to be blest. 
The son], uneasf and confined, from home, 
Reata and espatiatea in a life to come. 
Lo, the pour Indian I idioie untutored mind 
Seea God in clouda, or bears him in the vind. 

Pope: Baaay on JTom. 

Bnt while hope llres 
Let not the generous die. Tie late before 
The brave despair. 

Thomaon; BophwtitlM. 

— In hope that sends a shining ra^ 
Far down the future's broadening way. 

Wa»Mngt<m OMdm%. 

Behind the cloud the starlight lurks, 
Throu^ showers the sunbeams fall; 
For God, who loveth all his works. 
Has left his Hope with all I 

WhitUer: Dream of Bitmmer. 

EnialUtTi see Kodestj. 

iij favored temple is an humble heart. 

Bailey: FetWt. 

Lowliness is the base of ever; rirtue: 

And he who goes the lowest, builds the safest. 

Bailey: Featm. 



Digniod., Google 



The Handbook of Quotations 107 

Hiunilitf , that low, sweet root, 

From iriiicli all heavenly virtues shoot. 

Moore: Love* of tho AngeU. 

Be U.W a cottage with a double coaoh-hoiue, 

A cottage of gentility I 
And the devil did grin, for his darling sin 

Is pride that apes humility. 

Coleridge and Southey; Devil's Thoughts. 

The heart grows richer that ita lot is poor, — 
God blesses want with larger sympathies, — 
Love enters gladliest at the humble door, 
And makes the cot a palace with his eyes. 

Lowell: Legend of Brittany. 

EypocriEjr; see Seoelt and Sincerity. 

Away and mock the time with fairest show; 
False face must hide what tJie false heart doth know. 
Shakespeare: Macbeth. 

There is no vice so simple, but assumed 
Some mark of virtue on hie outward parts. 

Shakespeare: ilerchanl of Tenice. 

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted; 
Teach sin the carriage of a boly saint, 

Shakeepeare: Comedy of Erron. 

Tis too much prov'd, that, witb devotion's visage. 
And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself, 

Bhakeipeare: Bamlet. 
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Neither man nor angel can diMem 

Hypocrifly, the only evil that walka 

Invisible, except to God alone. 

By His permisaive will, tbrough Heaven and BaiFth; 

And oft, though Wisdom wake, SnBpicion sleept 

At Wiadom'H gate, and to Simplicity 

Resigns her charge, while goodnesH tiiinks no ill 

Where no ill seems. 

. Miltott: Ptuvdiae Lott. 

Some truth there was, but dash'd and brew'd with 

To please the fools, and puzzle all the wise. 

Dryden: Absalom and Achitophel. 

Thus 'tis with all — their chief and constant care 
Is to seem eveiything but what they are. 

(Mdamith. 

Dare to be true. Nothing can need a lie; 

A fault which needs it most, grows two thereby. 

Berbert: Temple. 

The man of pure and simple heart 
Through life disdains a double part; 
He never needs the screen of lies 
Hia inward bosom to disguise. 

Oay: Fables. 

Hypocrisy, detest her as we may, 
(And no man's hatred ever wronged her yet,) 
May claim this merit still, that she admits 
The worth of what she mimics with such care. 
And thus gives virtue indirect applause. 

Oowper; TasJc 
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He was the mildeflt manner'd man 
That ever scuttled ship, dt cut a throat; 
WiQi BDCh true breeding of a gentlemaa. 
You nerer could divine his real thou^t. 

Byron: Don Juan. 

InuKinatloB, Amor; tee Dreami and Qealu. 
Tell me, where is fancy bred; 
Or in the heart, or in the head I 
How begot, how nourishfidt 
Keplyi reply. 

It is engeudered in the eyes. 
With gaeing fed: and fancy dies 
In Ule cradle where it lies. 

Bhakeapeare: Merchant of Vmioe. 

The lunatic, th« lover, and the poet. 

Are of imagination all compact: 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold — 

That is, the madman; the lover, all as frantJCj 

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt; 

The poeVs aye, in a fine fren^ rolling. 

Doth glance from heaven to earlb, frton earth to 

And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name. 

Bhakeapeare: Midsummer Night's Dream. 

Woe to the youth whom fancy gains. 
Winning from Reason's hand the reins. 
Pit; and woe ! for such a mind 
Is soft, contemplative, and kind. 

Soott: Bokeb]/. 
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Imaginatioii ia the air of mind. 



Above, below, in ocean &nd in aky. 
Thy fairy worlds, Imagiiiation, lie. 

Campbell. 

Do what he will, he cannot realise 
Half he conceivefl — the glorious Tision flies; 
Go where he may, he cannot hope to find 
The tmtli, the beauty pictur'd in his mind. 

Rogers: Human Ltfe. 

They wore bri|^t fables in the days of old. 

When reason borrowed fancy's painted wings: 

When truth's clear river flowed o'er sands of gold, 
imd told in song ita high and mystic things! 

T. K. Hervey: Payohe. 

Two meanings hnve our li^test fantasies. 
One of the flesh, and ol tiie spirit one. 



Immortillty; see Beatb and Heaven. 
Beyond is all abyss, 
Eteml^, vhose end no eye can reach. 

JfiKon: Pa^radiee Loat. 

Still seems it strange, that thou shouldst live for 

Is it less strange, that thou shouldst live at allT 
TAis is a miracle, and that no more. 

Founjr.- Vig\t Tho\tg\t». 
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Can it bet 
Matter immortalT and shall Bpirit dieT 
Above the nobler shall leas noble riset 
Shall man alone, for whom all eUe reviTeB, 
No reaurrection knowt Shall man alone. 
Imperial man! be aown in barren ground. 
Lees priTileg*d than grain, on which he feedsT 

Toung: Night ThMtghU. 

The soul, secured in her existence, smiles 
At the drawn dagger, and defies its point. 
He stars shftll fade away, the aim himself 
Qrow dim with age, and nature sink in years; 
But thou ahalt flourish in immortal youth. 
Unhurt amidst the war of elements, 
The wreck of matter, and the crush of worlds. 

AddiBOn: Oato. 

Alas for him who never sees 
The stars ahine through his cypresa-treeat 
Who, hopeless, laya hia dead away. 
Nor looka to see the breaking day 
Across the mournful marbles play! 
Who hath not learned, in hours of faith. 
The truth to flesh and sense unknown. 
That Life is ever lord of Death, 
And Lore can never lose its own ! 

Whittier: Snow-Btnmd. 

I sent my Soul through the Invisible, 

Some letter of that After-life to spell: 

And by and by my Soul retum'd to me. 

And answer'd, "I Myself am Eeav'n and Hell." 

Fitzgerald; Omar Khayy&m; RubiM/il. 
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Oh, ma; I join the dioir invisible 

Of Uiose immortAl dead wlio live again 
In minda made better by their preaenoe. 

Oeorge Eliot. 

—While the man whom je call dead, 

In luupoken bliss, instead. 

Lives and lores jon; . . . 

But in the light je cannot see 

01 unfulfilled felicity,— 

In enlarging paradise. 

Lives a life that never dies. 

Edwin Arnold: After Death in Arabia. 

" The utmost wonder is this,^ — I hear 
And see you, and love you, and kiss Ton, dear; 
And am your angel, who was your bride. 
And know that, though dead, I have never died." 
Edwin Arnold; Bhe'and He, 

Life ia real! Life is earnest! 

And tiie grave is not its goal; 
" Dust thou art, to dust letoimest," 

Was not spoken of the soul. 

Longfellow: A Ptalm of Lifo. 

—What is excellent. 
As God lives, is permanent; 
Hearts are dust, hearts' loves remain. 
Heart's love will meet thee again. 

Emerson. 

Independence; tee Liberty. 

The soul of man can never be enslaved 
Save by its own infirmities, nor freed 
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Save bj ita nrj itrength and own reaolve 
And constant Tiaion and supreme endenvorl 
You will be freeT Then, courage, mj brotiierl 

George Cabet Lodge: Betvklei. 

Slave to no sect, who takes no private road. 
But looka thro' nature up to nature's God. 

Pope: Eggag on Jfon. 

Halll independence! — by true reason taught, 
How few bave known, and prix'd thee as thef ong^tl 
ChunhiU: Independence. 

Thy spirit, Independence, let me shsTe; 
Lord of the lion-heart and eagle-eTe, 
Thy Btepa I follow with my bosom bare. 
Nor heed Qh atorm that howls along the sky. 

BtaolUtt: Ode to Independence. 

Out of the night that covers me. 

Black as the pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be 

For my unconquerable soul. . . . 
It matters not how strait the gate. 

How diarged with punishments the scroll, 
I am the master of my fate: 

I am tiie captain of my soul. 

JjgtlUam E. Henley: Inoielw. 

Znfldellty; see Conttancy and Faith. 
7» Religion: 
A foe to Ood was ne'er true friend to manj 
Some sinister intrat taints all he does. 

Young: Night Thoughtg. 
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And shaped hia weapon with an edge severe. 
Sapping a Bolemn creed with solemn aneer. 

Byron.- Cfnlde Harold. 

In Affenlion: , 

Oh ! colder than the wind that freezes 
Founts, that but now in sunshine play'd. 
Is that congealing pang which seizes 
The trusting bosom when betra^'d. 

Moore: Lalla Boohh. 



Another daughter dries a father's tears; 
Another sister claims a brother's love; 
An injured husband hath no other wife. 
Save her who wrought him shame. 

Ifaturin; 



Though mj many faults defaced me. 

Could no other arm be found, 
Than the one which once embraced me. 

To inflict a cureless wound! 

Byron: Fare Tliee WeU. 

laSnenoe. 

No life 
Can be pure in its purpose and strong in its strife, 
And all life not be purer and stronger thereby. 

Owen Meredith: LueOe. 

He thought all loveliness was lovelier. 
She crowning it; all goodness credible, 
Because of tite great trust her goodness bred. 

Oeorge Eliot: The Spaaieh Oyp^if. 
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I shot aji arrow into the air; 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For, BO Bwiftlj' it flew, the sight 
CoiUd not follow it in its flight. 

I breathed a song into the air; 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of songT 

Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found Hie arrow, atill unbroke; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 

L(mgfellm>: The Arrow and The Bong. 

iBHooenee; (eeTlrtne. 

The eilenoe often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when apealdng fails. 

Bhakeapeare: Winter's Tale. 

Innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. 

Bhakeapeart: Winter'a Tale. 

Hapi7 Uiose early days, when I 
Shined in my Angel-infancy! 
Before I understood this place 
Appointed for ray second race, 
Or tau^t my soul to fancy au^t 
But a white, celestial thought. . . , 
Before I tau^t my tongue to wound 
iSj conseienoe with a sinful sound. 
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Or hod the black art to diepeniie 
A several Bin to every Beniie, 
But felt throu^ all thii fleabl^ dress 
Bri^t ahoota of everlastiDgness. 

Henrf/ Taughan: The Retreat. 

Xupirationi see Oenltu. 

How can my Muse want subject to invent. 

While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my veree 

Thiae own sweet argument, too excellent 

For eveiy vulgar paper to TebeareeT 

O, give Uiyself the thanks, it aught in me 

Worthy peruBal stand against thy sight; 

For who's so dumb that cannot write to thee, 

When thou thyself dost give invention HgfatI . . . 

If my ali^t Muse do please these curious days. 

The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise. 

Shakespeare: Soimeti. 

0, I see the crescent promise of my spirit hath not 

set. 
Ancient founts of inspiration well thra" all my fane? 

Tennyson: Lookalej/ Ball. 

Heaven flowed upon the soul in many dreams 
Of high dee ire. 

Tennyton: The Poet. 

If a man could feel. 
Not one day, in the artist's ecstasy. 
But every day, — feast, fast or working day, — 
The spiritual signiflcance bum through 
The hieroglyphic of material shows, 
Knceforward he would paint the globe with wingB. 
Elisabeth Barrett Brovining: Aurora Leigh. 
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Jealoiuj; see Bnvy, 

Foul jealouBj't thon turnest lore divine 

To joyless dreul, and mok'st the loving heart 
With hateful thoughts to languish and to pine. 
And feed itself with self -consuming smart: 
Of all the passions of the mind, thou vilest art. 
Bpenaer: Faerie Queene. 

Trifles, light aa air. 
Are to the jealous confirmations strong 
As proofs of Holy Writ 

Shakespeare: Othello. 

O beware, my lord, of jealousy; 
It is the green-eyed monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on. 

Shakeepeare: Othello, 

Think'st thou I'd make a life of jealousy. 

To follow still the changes of the moon 

With fresh suspicions! No: to be onoe In doubt. 

Is ouce to be resolved. 

Shakespeare: OtheOo. 

No true love there can be without 
Its dread penalty — jealousy. 

O-wen Meredith: Lueile. 



It !a jealousy's peculiar nature 
To swell small things to great; nay, oat of nought 
To conjure much, and Uien to lose its reason 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has formed. 

Yowtg: Revenge. 
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In Lore, if Love be Lore, if Love be ours. 
Faith and unfaitb can ne'er be equal powerB: 
Unfaith is aught is waft of faith in all. 

It is the little rift within the lut«. 
That bj and by will malce the miuie mute. 
And ewr widening slowly silence all. 

Tennyson: Merlin and Vivien. 

Joy; aee Happlneu and Pleamre. 

Capacity for joy 
Admits temptation. 

Elieabeth B. Brouming: Aurora Leigh, 

Joya 
Are bubble-like — what makes them, 
Burata them too. 

Bailey: Featua. 

How natural is joy, my heartl 
How easy after sorrow! 

Jean Ingelov>: Song of Tiighl WatoHes. 

joy, hast thou a shape T 

Haat thou a breath? 

How fiilest thou the Boundless airt 

Tell me the pillars of Uiy bouse! 

What rest they onT Do they escape 

The victory of Death J 

And are they fair 

Eternally, who enter in thy house! 

Joy, thou viewless spirit, canst thou dare 

To tell the pillars of thy house! 

Helen Sunt Jocitsim: Joy. 
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Jutloe; tee Law. 

Thia, above all, to thine own self be true, 
^d it must follow, as the night the day, 
Thou canst not then be false to any msn. 

Shakespeare: Hamlet. 

Poise the cause in justice's equal scales, 

Whose beam, stands sure, whose rightful cause pre- 

Shakeapeare: 2 Henr^ VI. 

A Daniel come to judgment; yea, a Daniel I 
O wise young judge, how I do honor thee! 

Bhakespeare: Merehant of Venice. 

The goda 
Grow angry with your patience: 'tis their care. 
And must be yours, that guil^ men escape not: 
As crimes do grow, justice should rouse itself. 

Ben Jonvon: Oatiline, 

Just men aK only tree, the rest are slaves. 

Chapman, 

Wit and judgment often are at strife, 
Thou^ meant each other's aid, like man and wife. 
Pope: Enay on CHtieiatn. 

Poetic Justice, with her lifted scale. 
Where, in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs. 
Pope: Dtmeiad. 

The hope of all who suffer. 
Hie dread of all who wrong. 

Vfhittier: Mantle of St. John De Hatha. 
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Man is unjust, bat God is juat; and finally justice 
Triumphs. 

hongfelloai: EvongeUne. 

Ktndaeu; tee Chulty. 

Kindness is wisdom. Theie is non» in life 
But needs it «nd may learn. 

Baiky: Festua. 

Be to her virtues very kind; 
Be t« her faults a little blind. 

Prior: An English Padlock, 

And he retunu a friend who came a foe. 



Assail'd by scandal and the tongue of strife. 
His only answer was a blameless lite; 
And he that torg'd, and he that threw the dart. 
Had each a brotiher'a interest in his heart. 

Ootojper. 

Which seeks again those chords to bind 
Which human woe hath rent apart; 

To heal again the wounded mind, 
And bind again the broken heart. 

Wh4ffier. 

Xnowledre, learntsK; see Wisdom and SeleBM. 
Ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven. 

Shakespeare: 8 Benry TI. 

All our knowledge is, ourselveB to know. 

Pope; Esiaj/ on Man. 
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Half our knowledge we must snatch, not take. 

Pope: Moral Eataya. 

Know then thyself, presume not God to scan. 
The proper study of mankind is Man. 

Pope: Esaay on Mam. 

Deep subtle wits. 
Id truth, are master spirits in the world. 
The brave man's courage, and the student's lore. 
Are but Bs tools bis secret ends to work. 
Who hath the skill to use them. 

Joanna BaiUie: Basil. 

Whence is thy learning T Hath thj toil 
O'er books consumed the midnif^t oil? 

Qay: Fablea. 

Your leaming, like the lunar beam, affords 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout. 
Frozen at heart, while speculation shines. 

Tovng: Night Thoughts. 

Knowledge and wisdom, far from being one, 
Have ofttimes no connection. Knowledge dwells 
In heads replete with thoughts of ottker men. 
Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 

Covyper: Taak. 

Knowledge is proud that he has learned so much; 
Wisdom is humble that he knows no more. 

Cov/per: Tatk. 

Knowledge is not happiness, and science 
Bui an exchange of ignorance for tbat 
^bich is another kind of ignorance. 

Byron: Manfred. 
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Knowledge u 
Bought only with » wear^ care. 
And wi&dora means a world of pain. 

Jonqtiin MiOer: Even Bo. 

Knowledge comea, bat wisdom lingers. 

Tennyson: Loekaleg Hall. 

This gTt,j spirit Tsaming in desire 
To follow knowledge like a sinking star. 
Beyond the utmost bound of human thou^t. 

Tenwgion: UU/atet. 

Let knowledge grow from more to more. 

But more of reverence in us dwell; 

That mind and soul, according well. 
May make one music as before. 
But vaster. 

Tettnjfson: In Memoriatn. 

Labor; see Action and Work. 

The labor we delist in ph)vios pun. 

Bhake»p«are: Macbeth. 



Labor, yon know, is Pra3rer. 

Bayard Taylor: Imprmiiaationa. 

Free men freely work. 
Whoever fears God, fears to ait at ease. 

Elhaieth B. Browning: Aurora Iieigh. 

One lesson, Nature, let me learn of thee, . . . 
Of toil unaever'd from tranquillity t 
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Of labor, that in lasting fruit outgroira 
Far noisier Bchemes, accomplish'd in repose. 
Too great for haste, too h!^ for rivalry 1 

MatthetD Arnold: QnUt Work. 

Labor with what zeal we will, 

SomeUiing still [smaiaa undone. 
Something uncompleted still 

Waits the rising of the sun. 

Longfellow: Something Left Undone. 

Yet where our duty's task is wrought 
In unison with God's great thought, 
The near and future blend in one, 
And whatsoe'er is willed, is done. 

WMttier. 

Kanghteri tee Klrth, Happiness, and Wit. 
One may smile, and smile, and be a villain. 

Bkakeapeare: Hamlet. 

They lau^ that win. 

Shakeapeare: Othello. 

To lau(^ were want of goodness and of grace ; 
And to be grave exoeeda all power of face. 

Pope: Bpiatle to Arbuthnot. 

Eternal smilea his emptiness betray, 

As shallow streams run dimpling all the way. 

Pope: Epistle to Arbuthnot. 
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Her smile was prodigal of summery shine, — 
Gaily persistent, — like a mom in June 
That laughs away tlie clouds, and up and down 
Goes making merry with tlie ripening grain. 
That slowly ripples, — its bent head drooped down. 
With golden secret of the sheath&d seed. 

Margaret J. Pretton: VnvUited. 

law; see Justice. 

Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law. 

Goldsmith: Traveller. 

The good need fear no taw; 
It is hia safety, and the bad man's awe. 

Jfosctn^er. 

Laws do not pnt the least restraint 
Upon our freedom, but maintain 't; 
Or, it it doea, 'tis for our good. 
To give ns freer latitude; 
For wholeBome laws preseire ua free. 
By stinting of our liberty. 

Butler: EudHraa, 

A lawyer's dealings should be just and fidr; 
Honesty shines with great advantage there. 

Ctnoper: Hope, 
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These 
EosnAre the wretched in the toils of lav. 
Fomenting discord, and perplexing ri^t; 
An iron racet 

Thornton: Beatona. Autumn. 

The Idndly earth ahall slumber, lapt in uniTerssl 
Uv. Tennyson: hockaley Bait. 

Uastering Uie lawless science of our law, — 
That codeless mjTiad of precedent, 
That wildemeBB of single instances, 
Throuf^ which a few, b^ wit or fortune kd, 
Hs7 beat a pathway out to wealth and fame. 

Tennyson: A.jflmer's Field. 

A thread of law runs through tbj prayer. 
Stronger than iron cables are! 

David A. Watton. 

Liliertj; see Treedom, Independence, and WKmj, 
— In liberty's defence, my noble task, 
Of which all Europe rings from side to aide; 
This thought mi^t lead me through the world's 

vain mask. 
Content, though blind— had I no better guide. 

Milton: Bonnets. 

The lore of liberfy witii life Is given. 
And life itself th' inferior gift of heaven. 

Dryden: Palamon and Aroite. 

A day, an hour, of virtuous liberty 
la worth a whole eternity in bondage. 

Addison: Cato. 
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TJs liberty alone that ^ves the flow'r 
Of fleeting life its lustre and perfume, 
And ve are weeda without it. 

CoKper; Tatk. 

— The wish, which ages have not jet subdued 
In man, to have no master save his mood. 

Byron: Island. 

Oh I if there be, on this earthly Bphere, 
A boon, an offering heaven holds dear, 
Tis the last libation Libert; draws 
From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cause. 
Moore: Lalla RookK 

Brightest in duugieons, Liberty! thon art. 
For then thy habitatEon is the hearti ' 

Byron : Prisoner of ChiUtm. 

Oh! give me liberty! 
For were even Faradige my priBon, 
Still I should long to leap the crystal walla. 

Dryden. 

Life; see Aotlon, Dcatli, and Immortality. 

We are such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. 

Shakespeare: Tempest 

Life is a waste of wearisome hours. 
Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns, 
. And the heart, that is soonest awake to the flowers. 
Is always the first to be touch'd by the thorns. 



DigniodD, Google 



The Handbook of Quotations 127 

Life cwi little more au[^l]r. 
Than just to look about us and to die. 

Pope: Eiaay on Mtui. 

Nor lore tiiy life, nor hate; but what thou livest, 
Live well; how long or short, permit to Heav'n. 

Mitton: Paradiae Lost. 

Take not awajr the life 70U cannot ^ve. 
For all things have an equal right to live. 

Dryden. 

We live in deeds, not jeara ; in thoughts, not 

breathe; 
In feelings, not in figures on a dial. 
We should count time by heart-throba. He most 

Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best. 

Bailey: Featiti. 

How readily we wish time spent revoked, 
That we might try the ground again, where onee 
(Through inexperienoe, as we now perceive) 
We miss'd that happiness we mi^t have found. 
Cojoper: Task. 

Along the cool sequester'd vale of life, 
The; kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 

Oray: Elegy. 



That life Is long which answers life's great end. 

Toung: Night ThoughU. 

Circles are prais'd, not that abound 
In largeness, but th' exactly round: 

To ttie Armed ...JZ-.- •^'•'^' 
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So life v/e praiae, tliat does excel 
Not in much time, but acting well. 

Waller: Long and Short tAfe, 

Bren so luxurious meD unheeding paes 
An idle summer-lite in fortune's shine; 
A Beaeon's glitter! Thus tbey flutter on 
From toy to toy, from vanity to vice; 
Till blown sway by death, oblivion comes 
Behind, and stril^B them from the book of life. 

Thomson,- Beaaotta. Bittnmer. 

All that's bright must fade, — 
The brightest still the fleetest; 
All that's sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest 

Moore: National Ain, 



1 two worlds, life hovers like a star 
Twixt ni^t rad morn, upon the harizon's verge. 
How little do we know that which we are! 
How less what we may be! The eternal surge 
Of time and tide rolls on, and bears afar 
Our bubbles: as the old burst, new emerge, 
Losh'd from the foam of ages. 

Byron ; Don Jwm. 

Oppress'd wStii grief, oppress'd with cars, 

A burden more than I can bear, 

I set me down and sigh : 

O life! thou art a galling load. 

Along a rough, a weary road. 

To wretches such as II 

Bvmi: Detpondenc;/. 
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Must we count 
Lif« a eurae and not a blwiing, flummed-np In ita 

whole amount, 
Help and hindriuice, ]oy and sorrow 7 

Browning: La Saincu. 

I hear a sound of life — of life like ours — 
Of laughter and of wailing, of grave speech. 
Of little plaintive voices innocent. 
Of life in separate courses flowing out 
Like our four rivets to sotne outward m^n. 
I bear Ufe— lifel 

Elizabeth B. Browning: Drama of Eaile. 

Life's a vast sea 
That does its mighty errand without fail. 
Panting in unchanged strength thouf^ waves are 

Qeorge Eliot: Spaniik Oypty. 



Life is arched with changing skies: 

Rarely are tliey what tii^ seem: 
Children we of smiles and si^s — 

Much ne know, but more we dream. 

JPUIidtn Winter: Light and BhaAtw. 

Life is the gift of God, and is divine. 

Longfellow: Tales of a Wa^tide Itm. 

Tell me not, in mournful numbers, 

Life is but an emptr dreamt 
For the soul is dead that slumbers. 

And things are not what they seem. , . . 
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Life ia reall life ia eameatl 

And the grave la not ita gonl ; 
Duat thou art, to dust retumest, 

Wm not spolun of the soul. 

Longfellov): Ptahn of Lift. 

Be still, tad heartl and ceaae repining; 
Behind the olonda is the sun still Bhiniog; 
Thf fat« is the oominon fat« of alt; 
Into each life some rain must fall, 
Borne dajB mnat be dark and draar^. 

LongfelUncr : The Bain]/ Daj/. 

Life hath evolved throng pain. The etudious tje 
Finds here the path of Being's highest gain. 
Earth's agonies have been earth's blias, not bane. 
James B. Wett, 

Not in vain wo seek Life's meaning. If we lift our 

heedful ejrea 
Voices everywhere enthrall us — the whole universe 

replies. 

James B. Wft. 



Life) the sfmphon; whose harmony would languish 

into death 
If it never knew the discord which brings out its 

sweeter breath. 

Jamea E. Wett. 

Our life is scarce the twinkle of a star 
In Ood'e eternal day. 

Bayard Taylor: AMtumtwl Vetpen. 
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I am: bow little more I know I 
Whence came I? Whither do I got 
A centred self, which feels and is; 
A cry between the silences; 
A shadow-hirth of clouds at strife 
With aiuuhine on the hillB of life; 
A shaft from Nature's quiver cast 
Into the Future, from the Past; 
Between the cradle and tha shroud, 
A meteor's flight from cloud to cloud. 

Whittier: Questions of Life. 

Iiove, Lovers; «m Brotlierhood, Home, Friendship, and 
Jealousy. 
Such is the power of that sweet pasaitm. 
That it all sordid baseness dotii expel. 
And the refined mind doth newly fashion 
Unto a fairer form, which now doth dwell 
In hia high thought, that would itself excel; 
Which he, beholding still with constant sight. 
Admires the mirror of so heaTenly light. 

Bpenter: Hymn in Bonor of Love. 

Doubt thou tbe stars are Are; 
Doubt that the sun doth more; 
Doubt truth to be a liar; 
But never doubt, I love. 

Bhakespeare : Santlel. 

Love sought IB good, but given unsought is better. 

Shakespeare: Tieelfth Night. 

A murd'rouB guilt shows not itself more soon 
Hiul love that would seem hid: love's ni^t is 
noon. Shakespeare: Twelfth Night, 
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iSy love is etrengtliened, thou^ more weak in 

BeemlDg; 
I lore not l«is, thougb less the show appear; 
That love is merchandized, whose rich esteeming 
The owner's tongue doth publish everfwhere. 

ShaJcespeare : Sonnets. 

. . . Lore ia not lovo 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or beuda with the remover to remove: 

no! it is an ever-flied mark. 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 

It ia the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth's nnknown, although his hei^t be 

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeka 

Within his bending sickle's compass come; 

Love altera not witb bis brief hours and weeks. 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error, and upon me proved; — 

1 never writ, nor uo man ever loved. 

Shakespeare: Sonnets. 

Thingp base and vile, holding no qnality. 
Love caa traospose to form and dimity. , 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind; 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind. 
Nor ha& Love's mind of any judgment taste; 
Win^, and no eyes, figure imheedy haste: 
And therefore is love said to be a child. 
Because in choice he is ho oft beguil'd. 

BKakeapeare: Midaitmmer Wight's Dream. 

Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love. 
It is to be all made of sij^ and tears, . . . 
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It is to be all made of faith and service, . .... 

It is to be all made of fantasy, . . . 

All adoration, duty, and observance. 

All humblenees, all patieaoe, and Impatjeoee, 

All puiilj, all trial, all observance. 

Bhakeapearv: As You Like It. 

Love endures no tie. 
And Jove bnt laughs at lovers' perjury. 

Dryden; Patomon and Ardie. 

Love never fails to master what he finds. 
But vorica a different wa; in different minds. 
The fool enlightens, and the wise he blinds. 

Dryden: Cym<m and IphigenM. 

Love is not to be reawm'd down, or lost 
In hi^ ambition, and a thirst of greatness: 
Tis second life, it grows into the soul. 
Warms ev'ry vein, and beats in ev'ry pulse. 

Addison: Cato. 

Let those love now, who never loved before, 
Let those who always loved, now love the more. 

PameU. 

Why should we kill the beet of passions, loveT 
It aide the hero, bids ambition rise. 
To nobler heists, inspires immortal deeds, 
Ev^ soft«ns bmtes, and adds a grace to virtue. 

Thomson: Bophonisba. 

Instruct me now what love will do; 
'Twill make a tongueless man to woo. 
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laiona me next what lore will do; 
Twill strangely make a one of two. 
Teack me beeldes what love will do; 
Twill quickly mar and make ye too. 
Tell me, now last, what love will do; 
Twill hurt and heal a heart piere*d through. 

Sir John Suckling. 

When love's well-tim'd, 'Ua not « fault to love: 
The strong, the hrave, the virtuous, and the wise, 
Sink in the soft capUvity together. 

itldlvm: Goto, 

Alas — how light a eaiiie may move 

Dissension between hearts that love I 

Hearts that the world in vain had tried. 

And sorrow but more closely tied; 

That stood the storm, whoi waves were TOU^, 

Yet in a sunny hour fall off. 

Like ships that have gone down at sea, 

When heaven was all tranquillity. 

Moore : Lalla Rookh. 

Had we never loved so kindly. 
Had we never loved so blindly. 
Never met, or never parted. 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Bunts: So»g. 

Man's love is of man's life a thing apart, 
Tis woman's whole existence. 

Bj/rott: Don Juan, 

Love, indeed, is light from beaven; 
A qtark of that immortal fire 
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WiUi angela sbared, by Allah giTen, 
To lift trom eaTth our low deaire. 
DerotJon wafts the mind above. 
But heaven itself desoeads In lore; 
A feeling from the Qodhead caught. 
To wean from self each sordid thought; 
A ray of Him who form'd the whole ; 
A gloi7 circling round the bouII 

Byron: Oiaour. 

Th^ sin who tell us Love can die; . . . 

Its holy flame for ever bnmeUi ; 

From Heaven it came, to Heaven returnetb: 

Too oft on Earth a troubled guest. 

At times decelVd, at times oppress'd, 

It here is tried and pnri&ed. 

Then Heaven bath Its perfect rest: 

It soweth here with toil and care. 

But the harvest-time of Love is there. 

Hovthey: Curse of EeSama. 

I have heard of reasons manifold 
Whj Love must needs be blind, 
But this the best of al) I hold— 
His e^s are in his mind. 

Coleridge: To a Lady. 

I hold it true, whate'er befall, 

I feel it when I sorrow most; 

Tis better to have loved and lost, 
Huui never to have loved at all. 

Tennyson: In Memoriam. 

I think we had the chief of all love's joys 
Only in knowing that we loved each other. 

George £Iiot.- Spanish Qypay. 
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Lore flnds the Deed it fills. 

Oeorge EUot: Armgart. 

O love, you were my crown. No other crown 
Is aught hut thorns on my poor womfui's brow. 

George EUot: Bpaniah Qypsp. 

Where hoth deliberate, the love is slight: 
Who ever lov'd, that loVd not at first sightT 

Marlmpe. 

Things of Time have voices: speak and perish. 
Art and Love speak; but their words most be 
Like sighinga of illimitable forests, 
And waves of an unfathomable sea. 

Adelaide A. Prooler. 

Learn tiiat to love is the one way to know, 

Or God or man: it is not love received 

That maketh man to know the inner life 

Of Uiem that love him; his own love bestowed 

Shall do it. 

Jean Ingeloie: A Story of Doom. 

Unless you can think, when the song is done. 

No other is soft in the rhythm; 
Unless you can feel, when left by one. 

That all men else go with him, , . . 
Unless you can swear — "For life, for death I " — 

Oh, fear to call it loving I 
Unless you can muse in a crowd all day. 

On the absent face that fixed you; 
Unless you can love, as the angels may. 

With the breadth of heaven betwixt you ; 
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UnlesB you can dream that bis faifh is fast, . . . 
Unless 70U can die when the dream is past — 
Oh, never call it lovingl 
BUxibeth B. Brouming: A. Woman'a Slwrtoomitigt. 



Be ye certain all seems lore. 
Viewed from Allah's throne above; 
Be ye Btont of heart; and come 
Bravely onward to your home. 

Eiwm Arnold: After Death in Arabia. 



What would we give to our beloved, — 
The hero's heart to bo unmoved. 

The poet's st«r-tuned harp, to sweep, 
The patriot's voice, to teach and rouse. 
The monarch's crown, to light the brows I 

He giveth His beloved sleep. 

EUa^eth B. Browtnng. 

I love thee to the level of every day's 

Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight. 

I love thee freely, as men strive for Right; 

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise; 

I love thee with the passion put to use 

In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith. 

I love tbee with a love I seemed to lose 

With my lost saints, — I love thee with the breath, 

Smiles, tears, of all my life I — and, if God choose, 

I shall but love thee better after death. 

EUxabeth B. Browning: Bonnett. 
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lave ia the only good in the world. 
Heneeforth be loved aa heart can love. 
Or bmin devise, or batid approve. 

Brownmg: FKgM of the Daehest. 

Lore took up tlie harp of Life, and smote on all the 

chords with might; 
Bmote the chord of Self, that, trembling, paw'd In 

music out of eight. . . . 
Love took up the glaM of Time, and tum'd it in 

hie glowing bands ; 
Every moment, lightly shaken, ran Itself In golden 

sands. Tetmjfton: Lodkaley EaXl. 

I move the svraet forget-me-nota 
That grow for happy lovers. 

Tennyson; The Bong of the Brwik. 

For indeed I knew 
Of no more subtle maater under beaTsn 
Than ia the maiden passion tor a maid. 
Not only to keep down the base in man. 
But teach high thought^ and amiable words 
And courtliness, and the desire of fame, 
And love of truth, and all that makes a man. 

Tennyson: Guinevere. 

I remember one Aat perish'd: sweetly did she speak 

and more: 
Buch a^ one do I remember, whom to look at was to 

Can I think of her as dead, and love her for the 

love she bore I 
No, — she never loved me truly: lore is love for- 

evermore. Tennyson.' LocMay Ball. 
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I»v«'i humility is Lore's true pride. 

anyanf Taylor; PoePt JtMtmdl. 

I love thee, I lore but thee. 

With n lore that shKll not die 

Till the sun grotra cold. 

And tlie stars are old. 

And the leave* of the Judgment Book nnfoldl 

Bajfard Taytor: SedouM Bong. 

I do not lore thee lew for what ia done. 
And cannot be undone. Thy very vreaknesa 
Hath brought thae nearer to me, and henceforth 
Mj love will hare a sense of pity in it, 
Making it less a worship than before. 

hongfelUno: Ifiugtw of Pandora. 

O, ranlc is good, and gold is fair. 
And big^ and low mate ill; 
But lore has never known a law 
Beyond its own sweet will ) 

Whittier: Amy Wmtworth. 

On tbj breast Love lies, immortal child. 
Begot of thine own longings, deep and wild; 
The more we worship him the more we grow 
Into thy perfect image here below; 
For here below, as in the spheres above, 
All Love is Beauty, and all Beau^ — Lore! 

B. S. Stoddard: Bymn to tfc« Beautiful. 

I look down , . . 

And pity tbeir small hearts that hold a man 

As if he were a god; or know the god — 
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Or d&re to know him — only bb a mant 
O human love! srt thou forever blind T 

E. R. Bill: BemeU. 

The pilgrim-heart, to whom a dream wbb given, 
That led her through the world, — ^Love'a wor- 

To seek on eartb for him whose home was heaven! 
T. K. Hwvej/: Psyofce. 

Loyalty; see Conatanoy and Tatriotiim. 
MaBt«r, go on, and I will follow thee 
To the laat gaep, with truth and loyal^. 

Bhakeapeare: At You Like It. 

To God, thy country, and thy friend be true. 

Bettry Vaughan: Rules and LettOHt. 

Yeara Itave not seen. Time shall not Bee, 
The hour that tears n^ soul from thee. 

Byron: Bride of Ab]/do». 

Faithful found 
Among the faithless, faithful only he; 
Among innumerahle false, unmov'd. 
Unshaken, unseduc'd, unterrifled 
His Ic^alty he kept, his love, bis zeal; 
Nor number, nor example, with him wrought 
To swerve from truth^ or change his constant mind. 
Milton: Paradise Leaf. 

Kan, Kanhood, Kanklnd; tee Father. 

Ood made him, and therefore let him pass for a man. 
Bhakeipeare: Merclwmt of Venioe. 
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He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I Bha.ll not look upon hia tike again. 

Bhaktaptnre: Hamtet. 

His life was gentle; and the elements 

80 mix'd in him, that Nature might Btand up. 

And aay to all the world, " This waa B mani " 

Bhakeapeare: JuKva Oasar. 

A combination, and a form, indeed, 
Where every god did aeem to set his seal. 
To give Uie world aasurance of a man. 

8hake»peare : Hamlet. 

In the sweat of thy face thou ahalt eat bread. 
Till thou return unto the ground; for thou 
Out of the ground wast taken ; know thy birth. 
For dust thou art, and ahalt to duat return. 

Milton: Paradi«e Lo«t. 

Men are the sport of circumstances, when 
The circumstances seem the sport of men. 

Byron: Don Juem. 

ilea are but children of a larger growth. 

Dryden: All for Love. 

Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurled; 
Hie glorj, jest, and riddle of the world. 

Pope: Eaxay on Man. 

Know tkea thyself, preanme not God to scan, 
The proper study of mankind ta Man. 
Plac'd on this isthmuB of a middle state, 
A being darkly wise, and rudely great; 
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With too much knowledge for ihe skeptic Bids, 
With too much weaknaw for the atolc's pride. 
He hangs between; in doubt to act or net; 
In doubt to de«m himself a god or beftst; 
In doubt his mind or body to prefer; 
Bora but to die, and reu'ning but to err. 

Pope: Bttag on Man. 

" Perfect I coll thy plan : 
Thanks that I was a maul 

Maker, remake, complete, — I tnut what Uiou ahalt 
dot " Browning: Rabbi Ben Bxra. 

But what am IT 
An infant crying in the night: 
An infant crying for the li|At : 
And with no language but a cry. 

Tenny'on: In Metnoriam. 

Before nian made us citjiens, great Nature made ub 
men. Lowell: The Capture. 

Beyond the poef s sweet dream livea 
The eternal epic of the man. 

Whittier: The Grave 6y The Lake. 

Hannen; tee Outom and Eablt. 

Defect of manners, want of government. 
Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain; 
The least of which, haunting a nobleman, 
Loseth men's hearts, and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides; 
Beguiling tbem of commendation. 

BItakeapeare: i Bettry IV. 



DigniodD, Google 



The Handbook of Quotatiom 148 

Fit for tha mountaine and the bnrb'raua caves. 
Where maimers ne'er were preach'd. 

Bhaketpeare: Twelfth Sight. 

For mannen are not Idk, but tbe fmit 
Of loyal nature, and of nolile mind. 

rmnyson: 6itinevere. 

Manners with fortunes, humors turn with climes. 
Tenets witb books, and principles with times. 

Pope: Moral Eitoj/s. 

Xaniaze, Hatrlmony, Hniband, Wife; see Heme awl 
CkUUiood. 
The sum of all that malces a just man happs' 
Oonslata in the well choosing of his wife; 
And there, veil to discharge it, does requirs 
Equally of Tears, of birth, of fortune. 

Uatsinger: Vow Way to Pay Old Debts. 

To all married men, be this a caution, 
Which ibey should duly tender as their life, 
Neither to doat too much, not doubt a wife. 

Maatingur: Pioture. 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old. 
But she may leam ; happier than this. 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn; 
Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours, to be directed. 

8h<tke»peare: Merchant of VeiUoe. 

For contemplation he and yalor form'd; 
For Boftnesa she and sweet attractive grace. 

Milton : Paradise Lost. 



DigniodD, Google 



144 The Handbook of Quotation* 

Hail, wedded love! mysteriouB law, true eource 
Of human ofispriitg. 

Milton: Paradite Loit. 

Nothing lovelier can be found 
In woman, than to study household good. 
And good works in her huBbeuid to promote. 

Milton: Paradise Lott. 

The wife, where danger or dishonor lurka. 
Safest and seemliest by her husband stays. 
Who guards her, or with her the worst enduroi. 

Milton: Pandite Lost. 

All of a tenor was their after-life. 
No day discolor'd with domestic strife; 
No jealousy, but mutual truth believed, 
Secure repose, tmd kindness undeceiv'd. 

Dryden: Palamon and Arcite. 

Thns grief still treads upon the heels of pleasure. 
Married in haste, we may repent at leisure. 

Congreve: Old Bachelor. 

He, who was half n^ selft 
One faith has ever bound us, and one reason 
Guided our wills. 

Bowe: Fair Penitent. 

What is there in the vale of life 
Half so delightful as a wife. 
When friendship, love, and peace combine 
To stamp the maTriage-btHid divine! 

Oowper: Love AlfUted. 
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Across the threshold led. 
And every tear kiased off aa soon aa abed. 
Bis house she enters, there to be a li^^t. 
Shining within, when all without is night; 
A guardian angel o'er his life presiding. 
Doubling his pleasures, and his carea dividingi 

Rogers: Eitman Life. 

There's a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has 

told. 
When two, that are linlc'd in one heavenly He, 
With heart never changing, and brow never cold, 
Lore on thro' alt ills, and love on till they die. 
One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 
Whole agea of heartless and wandering bliaa; 
And oh I if there be on Elysium on earth, 
' It is this— it is this! 

Moore: LaUa Bookk. 

She who ne'er answers Ull a husband cools. 
Or, if she rules him, never shows she rules. 
Charms by accepting, by submitting sways, 
Tet has her humor most when she obeys. 

Pope: Moral Euoj/i. 

Ko power in death shall tear our names apart. 
As none in life could raid thee from my heart. 

Byron: Lament of Tatto. 

To cheer thy sickness, watch thy health. 
Partake, but never waste thy wealth. 
Or stand with smile unmunnuring by, 
And lighten half thy poverty. 

fiyron: Bride of Abgdot. 
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It WBB the crowning grace of that great beart 
To keep back jay: procroBtinat* the truth 
Until the wife, who had made proof and found 
The husband wanting, might essay once more. 
Hear, eee, and feel him renorated now — 
Able to do now all herself had done, 
Elaen to the hei^t of her; bo, hand in hand. 
The two mi{^t go together, lire and die. 

Brouming: Balamtion'g Adventvre. 

Am the btuband is, the wife b; tbou art mated with 

And the grosaness of hia nature will have weight 
to drag thee down. 

Tennyton: LocktUy Ball. 

— Either aex alone 
la half itself, and in true marriage lies 
Nor equal, nor unequal; each fulfills 
Defect in each, and always ttiought in thought. 
Purpose in purpose, will in will, thej grow. 
The single pure and perfect animal. 
The two-oell'd heart heating, with one fall stroke. 
Life. 

TMutyaon.* The Prinoeat. 

— The laws of marriage character'd in gold 
Upon the blanched tablets of her heart; 
A love still burning upward, giving li^t 
To read those lawa. 

Tennj/aon: Isabel. 

Itideed I lore thee: come, 
Yield thyself up; my hopes and thine are taie: 
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AccomplUb thou my manliood and thjself; 
Laj tiif sweet hands in mine and trust to me. 

Tennyson: The Prinoess. 

The world well tried — the sweetest thing in life 
Is the unclouded welcome of a wife. 

N. P. Willia : Lady Jane. 

While we tread the path of Life together. 

Let speech be golden between thee and mel 

Mary EUzabeth Blake. 

One word can charm all wrouga awaj, — 
The sacred name of Wife. 

Bohnea: Agnes. 

Kelancholy; see Affliction and Qtlef. 
With ejes uprais'd, as one inspir'd, 
Pale Melancholj sat retir'd; 
And from her wild sequester'd seat, 
In notes bj* distance made more sweet, 
Pour'd through the mellow horn her pensive soul. 

Collins.- Otte. The Passions. 

Why shines the sun, escept ttiat he 
Makes gloomy nooks for Orief to hide. 
And pensive shades for Melancholy? 

Rood: Ode to MeJancholy. 

These pleasurea. Melancholy, give; 
And I with thee will choose to live. 

Milton: II Penseroso, 

O'er the twilight groves and dusky caves. 
Long-sounding aisles, and intermingled graves. 
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Black Melancholy aits, and round her throws , 

A deatb-like ailence and a dread repose; 
Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene, 
Shades ev'ry flower, and darkens eVrj green; 
Deepens tlie murmur of the falling floods. 
And breathes a browner horror on the wooda. 

Pope. 
Go, you may call it madness, folly, — 
You shall not chase my gloom away; 
There's auch a charm in melancholy, 
I would not, if I could, be gay! 

— To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild-minded melancholy; 
To muse and brood and live again in memory, 
With those old faces of our infancy. 

Tennyaon.' The Lotva-Eaters, 

1 would not always reason. The atiaigfat patli 
Wearies us witb its never-Tarying lines, 
And we grow melancholy. 

BTy<Mt. 

Memory; »ee Absence. 

Memory, the daughter of Attention, is the teeming 

mother of Wisdom, 
And safer Is be that storeth knowledge, than he 
that would make it for himself. 

Tapper: Proverbial PMlotophf/. 

Hail, Memory, hail t is fhy ezhaustless mine 
From age to age nnnumber'd treasures shine I 
Iliought and her shadowy brood thy call obey. 
And Place and Time are subject to thy swayt 

Bogert: Pleaturet of Memory. 
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O pEist that iai 

Oeorge Eliot: Two Loven. 

Remembronoe wakes with all her busy train, 
Swells at n^ breast, uid turua the past to pain. 

Ooldimith: Deserted Village. 

This memory brightens o'er the past. 

As when the sun, conoeal'd 
Behind some cloud that near us hanga. 

Shines on a distant field. 

LonfffeUoto. 

I see the lights of the village 

Gleam through the rain and the mist, 

And a feeling of sadueaB comes o'er me 
That my soul cannot reaiat: 

A feeling of sodneas and longing, 

That ia not akin to pain. 
And resembles sorrow only 

As the mist resembles the rain. 

Longfellow: Datf ia Done. 

When muaing an companiona gone. 
We doubly feel ouraelvea alone. 

Boolt: Marmion. 

No memory labors longer from the deep 

Gold-mines of thought to lift the hidden ore 
That glimpses, moving up. ... 

Tennyson: A Dream of Fair Women. 
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Tbou who Bt«aleit fire, 
From the fountainB of tiie past. 
To glorify tiie present, . . . 

strengtben me, enlighten me I 

1 faint in this obecurity, 
Tbou dewy dawn of memory. 

Tennyson .* Ode to Uemorjf. 

Departed suns their trails of splendor drew 
Across departed summers; whispers came 
From voices, long ago resolved again 
Into the primeval Silence, and we twain, 
Qliosts of our present selves, yet still the same. 
As in a spectral mirror wandered there. 

Bayard Taylor: Poet'* Journal. 

Go where glory waits thee; 
But while fame elates thee, 

0, still remember me. 
When the praise thou meetest, 
To thine ear is sweetest, 

0, then remember me. 

Moore: Go Where Glory Waita Thee. 

years, gone down into the past, 
What pleasant memories come to me 
Of your untroubled days of peace. 
And hours almost of ecstasy. 

Phabe Cory: BeoonMed. 

What is excellent, 
As God lives, is permanent; 
Hearts are dust, hearts' loves remain. 
Heart's love will meet thee again- 

E/nonon: Threnody. 
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The eyes of memory will not sleep. 

Its ears are open still, 
And vigils with the past they keep 

Against my feeUe will. 

WMtiier: Knight of St. John. 

Mini, Intelleot; see Ihonfftit and Wiidom. 

Mind ia a. kingdom to tbe man wlio gathereth hla 
pleasure from ideas. 

Tapper: Proverbial Philoaaphjf. 

The mind is itfl own place, and in itself 

Can make a Heav'n of Hell, a. Hell of Heav'ii. 

Milton; Paradise Lo»t. 

Strength of mind is ezerdse, not rest. 

Pope: BMoy on Jfon. 

The mind doth shape itself to its own wants, 
And eaa bear all things. 

Joanna Baillie: Bayner, 

Constant attention wears the active mind. 
Blots out our pow'rs, and leaves a blank behind. 

ChurcMU: Epistle to Hogarth. 

How fleet is the glance of the mindl 
Compar'd with the speed of its fli^t. 

The tempest itself lags behind. 
And the swift-winged arrow of lif^t. 

Oowper. 

O frivolous mind of man, 

Li^t ignorance, and huriying, unsure tboughts 
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Though man bewails you not. 

How I bewail joul . . . 
For you will not put on 
New hearts with the inquirer's hoi; robe. 
And purged, cDnsiderate miuds. 

Mattheio Arnold: Fragment of Chonu of a 
" Dejaneira." 

Klrtli; tee loy, Langhter, and Wit. 

Let me piny the fool; 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come; 
And let my liver raUier heat with wine. 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans- 
Why should ft man whose blood is warm within. 
Sit like hie grandsire cut in alabaster t 
Sleep when he wakes! and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish T 

Bhaketpeare: Merchant of Yenioe. 

I had rather have a fool to make me merry. 
Than experience to make me sad. 

Bhaketpeare: As Ton Like It, 

Come, thou Goddess fair and free. 
In heaVn yclept Euphrosyne, 
And by men, heart-easing Mirth. 

Milton: L'AlIegro. 

These delists, if thou canst give, 
Hirth, with thee I mean to live. 

Milton: L'AlUgro. 

Haste thee. Nymph, and bring with thee 
Jest and youthful joUi^, 
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Quips and cranks, and wanton wilea, 
Nodfl and becks, and wreatiitd smiles. 

Milton: I/AUegro, 

Xodeity; lee HmnlUtr. 

Unto the ground she cast her modest eye. 

And, ever and anon, with rosy red, 
The bashful blush her snowy cbeeks did ^e. 

Spettter: FaSrie (fueene. 

So bright the tear in beauty's eye. 
Love half regrets to kiss it dry; 
So sweet the bluah of baahfulness. 
E'en pit? scarce can wish it less. 

ByTtm: Bride of A.bydo». 

Her looks do argue her replete with modesty. 

Bhtdeeapeare: S Henry Vt. 

Her modest looks the cottags might adorn, 
Bweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn. 

QoiJtmitfi: Deterted Tillage. 

Hother; tee Home and Father. 

Not for the star-crowned heroes, the men that con- 
quer and stay. 

But a song for those that bore them, the mothers 
brarer Uian they I 

M. A. DeWolfe Some: TAe ValAant. 

There is a sight all hearts begniling — 
A youthful mother io her infant smiling. 
Who, with spread arms and dancing feet. 
And cooing voice, returns it« answer sweet. 



DigniodD, Google 



104 The Handbook of Quotations 

Happy he 
With aneh a mother! faith in womankind 
Beata with his blood, and truat in all things high 
Comes easy to him, and though he trip and fall. 
He ahall not blind hia soul with clay. 

Tetmyaon: The Prittoeta. 

A womftn'a love 
!■ mighty, but a mother's heart is weak, 
And by its weakneas oTercomes. 

Lowell: Legend of Brittany. 

VouUi fades; love droops; the leaves of friendship 

fall: 
A mother's secret hope outlives them all. 

Solmea: A. Mother'a Beoret. 

Kuilo; see Bella. 

Ihe man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor ia not moVd with concord of aweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils. 

Bkakeapeare: Merchant of Venice. 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank! 
Here will we ait, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears: soft stillness, and the night. 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Bhakeapeare: Merehwtt of Venioe. 

When Buch music sweet 

Their hearts and eara did greet. 

As never was by mortal finger strook. 
Divinely warbled voice 
Answering tiie stringed noise, 

As all their bouIb in blissful rapture took: 
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The air, such pleasure loth to loae. 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenlf 

For if such holy song 
Enwrap our fancy long. 

Time will run hack, and fetch the age of 
gold. 
Uilton: Hf/mn on the Morning of Chritt'a Nativiti/- 

When Mudc, heaTsnly maid, was yovmg. 
While yet in early Greece she sung, 
Tlie Fassions oft, to hear her ahell, 
Throng'd around her magic cell. 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainUng, 
Poasest beyond the Muse's painting. 

Collin*; 3'ke PaaaUuu. 

Music resembles poetry; in each 

Are nameless graces which no methods teach. 

And which a mastfir-hsnd alone can reach. 

Pope,- Essay on Critidtm. 

Here is the finger of God, a flash of the will that 

Sxiatent behind all laws, that made 'Qkem and, 
lo, they are! 
And I know not it, save in tbis, sudi gift be allowed 
to man, 
That out of three sounds be frame, not a fourth 
sound, but a star. 

Browning: Abt TogUr, 

I do but sing because T must. 
And pipe but as the linnets sing. 

Tennyson: In Memoriam. 
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Short swallow-flights of song, that dip 
Their wings . . . and skim away. 

Tennytoa: In Memoriam. 

There is aweet music here tiiat softer fails 
Than petals from, blown roses on ihe grass, . . . 
Music that gentlier on the spirit lies. 
Than tir'd eyelids upon tir'd eyes; 
Music that brings aweet, sleep down from the bliss- 
ful Bkies. 

Tenngson: The LoUu-Eateri. 

Then is a sadness in sweet sound 
That quidtaiB tears. 



Music waves eternal wftnds, — 
Enchantress of the souls of mortals! 

E. C. Btedman: Pan in WaU Street. 

The ^ft of Song was chiefly lent 
To ^ve consoling music for the joys 
We lack, and not for those which we posoess. 

Bayard Taylor: PoefB Journal. 

The silent organ loudest chants 
The master's requiem. 

Etneraon: Dirge. 

God sent his Singers upon earth 
With songs of sadness and of mirth. 
That they might touch the hearte of men. 
And bring them back to heaven again. 

Longfellow: The Bingera. 



DigniodD, Google 



The Handbook of Quotations 157 

The halt of muaic, I bave heard men say, 
la to have grieved. 

Stephen PMllipa: Mmfetta. 

— Pita life to love like rhyme to rhyme. 

Sidney Lanier: To Beethoven. 

Sing as yon will, singers all. 
Who sing because you want to siugt . . . 

Sing uy Bong and anyhow, 
ButSingI Sing! SingI 

James Whitoomh BUej/. 

Nature; aee Belty. 

In contemplation of created things 
By steps we may ascend to God. 

Milton: Paradiae Lott. 

Natnre, despairing e'er to make the like, 
Brake suddenly the mold in which 'twas fashion'd. 
MaasingeT: Parliament of Love. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin. 

BKaketpeare: Troitua and Creatida, 

Natut« ever yielda reward 

To him who seeks, and loves her best. 

Bryan l^allsr Proeter: Above and Behno. 

Man's rich with little, were his judgment true; 
Nature Is frugal, and her wants are few. 

young.- Love of Fame. 

Natural great parent I whose unceasing hand 
Rolls round the seoaons of the changeful year; 
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How migh^, bow nujeatic are Uiy worlal 
With what a pleasing dread th^ swell the Mnl 
^Hut sees sstoiiish'dl And aatonish'd singil 

Thomaim: Beatont. Winter. 

Firat follow n>tare, aod your judgment frame 
B^ ber just standard, which la still tlie oune; 
Unerring nature, Btlll divinely bright, 
One clear, nnchang'd, and univerBal light. 
Life, force, and beau^, must to all impart. 
At onee Uie eource, and end, and test of art. 

Pope: Baiay on Orifieim*. 

Sacred Goddess, Ifotber Earth, 

Thou from whose immortal bosom, 
Ooda, and men, and beasts have birth, 

Iieaf and blade, and bud and blossom. 
Breathe tUne influenoe most divine. 

ShelUy: Song of Protperptma. 

solemn-beating heart 
Of natural I have knowledge that thou art 
Bound unto man's i^ oords be cannot sever. 

EiimAvth B. Browning: A S«a-Bide Walk. 

To him who in the lore of Nature holds 
Communion with her visible forms, she spealts 
A various language; for bis gajer hours 
She bas a voice of gladness, and a smile 
And eloquence of beauty, and she glides 
Into his darker musings, with a mild 
And healing sympathy, that steals away 
Their sborpoeas, ere be is aware. 

Bryonf: TAooaloptfa. 
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For wheresotfer I looked, the while. 
Was lutiiTe's ererlosting amile. 

Bryant: Song. 

I thon^t the Bpsnow'B note from heaven, 
BiBging at dawn on the alder bough; 
I bronf^t him home, in his nest, at eren; 
He aii^ the song, but it cheers not now. 
For I did not bring home the river and sky; — 
He song to my ear, — they sang to my eye. 

Bmeraon: Book and JH. 

Veoesiity, Heed; gee Tate. 

All places, that the eye of heaven viaits, 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens: 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus; 
There ]s no virtue like necessity. 

Shaketpeare: Biohard III. 

Who, then, can strive with strong necessi^. 
That holds the world in his still changing statet 

j^penMr; Fairie Qiieene. 

So spake the Rend, and with necessity, 
The grant's plea, excused his devilish deeds. 

Milton: Paradue Loat. 

He most needs go that the devil drives. 

Oeorg^PeeU: Edicard I. 

Tia neceasity 
To which the gods must yield ; and I obey, 
Till I redeem it I7 some glorious way. 

Becuimont and Fletcher: False One. 
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Spirit of nature! all-iuffldng power, 
Neceuit^l thou mother of the world! 

BheUey: Quem Uah. 

Nature meant Nec«a«i^. 



Soul of tlie world, divine Necessil^, 
Servant of Qod, ftod nuwter of all tlunga. 

Baiigy: Feitui, 

Fair or foul the lot apportioned life on earth, we 
bear alike. 

Browning: La Saiaiiui. 

mtbt, KMBlrbt, Moos, Stan. 

Look, bow the floor of heaven 
la tbick inlaid with patinea of bri^t gold. 
Tbere'a not the smallest orb which thou bebold'it 
But in hifi motion like an angel ainga. 
Still quiring to the young-eyed cberubing; 
Such hamiony ia in immortal soula: 
But, whilat thia muddy feature of decay 
DoUi grossly close it in, we cannot hear it, 

Shaketpeare: Merohant of Venioe. 

Tie now tte very witching Ume of night; 

When churchyards yawn, and hell ibwlf breathes out 

Contagi<Hi to this world. 

Bhaketpearf: HamUt. 

AH was the mint's; and in her ailent reign 
No sound the rest of nature did invade. 

Dryden; Anntu Uirabilia. 
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Kow glow'd the flnuament 
With living iappbirea; Heapenu, that led 
The Btan7 host, roda brightest, till the Moon, 
Rising in clouded majesty, at length. 
Apparent queen, imveil'd her peerlew light. 
And o'er the dark hei silver mantle threir. 

MUton: Faradite Lott. 

Night, sable goddess, fwini her ebon throne, 
In ra^leas majesty, now stretches forth 
Her kaden sceptre o'er a alumb'ring world. 
Silence, how dead! and darkness, how profound! 
Nor eye, nor liit'ning ear, an object finds; 
Creation sleeps! Tis as the gen'ral pulse 
01 life stood still, and Nature made a pause. 
An awful pausel prophetic of her end. 

Young: Night Thought*. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail. 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale. 
And nightly to the liatening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth; 
Whilst all the stars that round her bum. 
And all the planets in their turn 
Confirm Ute tidings as they roll. 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

Addison; Spectator. 

Dear ni^tl this world's defeat; 
nie stop to busy fools; care's check and curb; 
The day of epirite; my soul's calm retreat 
Which none disturb [ 
Christ's progress and his prayer time; 
The hours to which high heaven doth chime. 

Eenrg Vaughan: The Night. 
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Tis tbe witdilng hour of nig^t, 
Orbtd is the moon and bright. 
And the Bt&rs they glisten, glisten. 
Seeming witii bright ejee to listen — 
For what liaten they t 

Keats: A Prophecy. 

Night is the Babbath of mankind. 
To rest the body and the mind. 

Bwiler: Hndibnia. 

The stars are mansions built by Nature's hand. 
And, haply, there the spirits of the blest 
Dwdl, clothed in radiance, their immortal vest. 

WordtvJOrth: Somtett. 

Darlier and darker 

The black shadows fall; 
Bleep and oblivion 

Beign over all. 

Longfellow: Curfew. 

O holy Night 1 from thee I leam to bear 

What man has borne beforel 
Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care, 

And they complain no more. 

Longfellow: Hymn to the Sight, 

Then the moon, in all her pride, 
LilK a spirit glorified, 
Filled and oversowed the nig^t 
With revelations of her li^t. 

Longfellow: Daylight ani Uoon^ght. 
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Silentlj' one hf one, in the inflnite mekdows of 

heaven, 
Bloasomed the lovelf gtara, the forget-me-noto of 

Ute angels. 

Longfellote: Eeongelitte. 



At midni^t, death's and truth's unlocking time, 
Wben far within the spirit's hearing rolls 
Hw great soft rumble of the course of things. 

Sidney Lanier: The Crystal. 



The moon shines white and silent 
On the mist, which, like a tide 
Of some en<^anted ocean, 
Cer the wide marsh doth glide. 
Spreading its ghost-like billows 
Silently far and wide. 

Lowell; Midnight. 

BotHltr; lee Honor and Heroes. 

Howe'er it be, it seems to me 

Tis only noble to be good. 

Kind hearts are more tban coronets. 

And simple faith than Norman blood. 

— Noble by birtJi, yet nobler by great deeds. 

Longfellow: Tales of a Wayside Inn. 

For he who la honest Is noble. 
Whatever his fortunes or birth. 

Alios Cory: Nobility. 
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Whene'er a noble deed is wron^t. 
Whene'er is Hpoken a noble thought, 

Our hearts, in glad surprise. 

To higher levels rise. 

Longfellow: Banta FiJomena. 

Be noblel and the nobleness that lies 
In other men, sleeping, but never dead. 
Will rise in majestj to meet thine own; 
Then wilt thou see it gleam in many eyes. 
Then will pure light around thy path be shed. 
And tlion wilt nevermore be sad and lone. 

Lowell: Bonnett. 

OlMdienoe; see Oovemment and Law. 

6on of heaVn and earth. 
Attend: That thou art happy, owe to Godj 
That thou continuest such, owe to thyself. 
That is, to thy obedience; therein stand. 

Milton: Paradise Lost. 

Wouldst thou approve thy constancy, approve 
First thy obedience. 

Mitton: Paradise Lost. 

One day thou wilt be bleat: 
Bo still obey the guiding hand that fends 
Thee safely through these wonders for sweet ends. 
Keats: Endj/mion. 

Great may he be who can command 
And rule with just and tender sway; 

Yet is diviner wisdom taught 
Better liy him who can obey. 

Adelaide A. Prooler. 
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Ocean; tee ITBtnre. 

Roll on, thou imp and dark blue Ocean — roll ! 
Tbn tboQBand fleets sweep over thee id vain; 
Man markB the earth with ruin — his control 
Stops with the shore; — upon the watery plain 
The wreckB are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man's rava^, save his own. 
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain. 
He sinks into thy depths witli bubbling groan. 
Without a grave, unkneli'd, uncoffin'd, and un- 
known. 

Byron: Ohilde Eorold. 

Time writes no wrinkles on thine azure brow, — 
Buch as creation's dawn beheld, thou roUeat now. 
Byron: Ohilde Barold. 

The free 
Mighty, music-haunted sea. 

Anna Kathttrine Green; On the Threshold. 

The land is dearer for the sea. 
The ocean for the shore. 

Luey Larcom : On the Beaoh. 

The sea 
Waits BgM In its bed tilt some one wave 
Ont of the multitudinous mass, extends 
The empire of the whole. 

Browning: ParaceUvt. 

The warm sea fondled with the shore. 
And laid his white face on the sands. 

Joagvin Miller: The Last Taaohmtaa. 
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I lore thee, Ocean, and delist in thee, 
Thy color, moti<Hi, vastneBS, — all the eye 
Takes in from ahore, and on the toBsing waves; 
Nothing eseapeB me, not tbe least of weeds 
That shrivels and blackens (m the barren sand. 

R. H. Stoddard: Hymn to the Bea. 

Opportunity; see Action and Decision. 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds. 
Make ill deeds done ! 

Shaketpeare ; King John. 

O Opportunity! thj guilt is great: 
'TIS thou that eiecut'st the traitor's treason; 
Thou tett'it the wolf where he the Iamb may get; 
Whoever plots the sin, thou point'st the season ; 
'Tfa thon that spum'st at right, at law, at reason. 

Shakespeare: Rape of Lncrece. 

Oratory; see Argument and Advice. 

His tongue 
Dropp'd manna, and could make the worst appear 
The better reason, to perples and dash 
Maturest counsels. 

Milton: Paradise Lost, 

Thence to the famous orators repair. 
Those ancient, whose resiatless eloquence 
Wielded at will tbat fierce democracy. 
Shook the Arsenal, and (ulmined over Greece, 
To Macedon, and Artaxerxes' throne. 

Milton: Paradise Regained. 

Fower above powers! O heavenly eloquence! 

That, with the strong rein of commanding words. 
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Dost manflga, fuide, and master th' eminenae 
Of men's affections, more than all tlieir Bworda ! 

Dainiel. 

And tis remarkable, that tbej 

Talk moat, who liave Uie least to say. 

Prior: AIvm. 

His words wem'd oracles 
That pierc'd their bosoma; and each man would 

And gaze in wonder on his neighbor's face, 
That with tite like dumb wonder answer'd him. 

You could have heard 
The beating of yoxa pulses while he spoke. 

Ovorge CroXy. 

Hark to that shrill, sudden shout. 
The ciy of on applauding multitude. 
Swayed by some loud-voiced orator who wields 
The liying mass as if he were its soul I 

Bryant: Flood of Yeari. 

Fain; see Qrief and Affliction. 

All delights are vain : but that most vain. 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain. 

Bhdketpeare: Lov^t Labor 'a Lott. 

Sense of pleasure we may well 
Spare out of life perhaps, and not repine, 
fiut live content, which is the calmest life; 
But pain is perfect misery, the worst 
Of evils, and excessive, overturns 
All patience. 

Villon.' Paradise Lott. 
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Again the play of pain 
Sbootfl o'er his fe&tareB, &h the sudden gust 
Crispfl the reluctant lake, tJiat lay ho calm 
Beneath the mountain shadow. 

Fain is no longer psin when it is past, 

Margaret -J. Preaton; Sottiteta. 

A man deep-wonnded may feel too much pain 
To feel much anger. 

Qeorge EUot: Bpaniak Oj/p^y. 

FutlnK; »ee Varewell, Exile, and Abieaoe. 
If I depart from thee, I cannot live; 
And in thj Bight to die, what were it else 
But like a pleasant slimiber in thy lapt . . . 
To die by thee were bat to die in jest; 
From thee to die were torture more than death. 

Shaketpeare: 2 Henry VI. 

Ev*!! thnB two friends condemn'd 

Embrace and kiss, and take ten thousand leavec, 

Loatber a hundred timee to part than die. 

ghakeapeare : S Henry VI. 

Stand not upon Ibe order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Bhaketpeare: Uaebeth. 

So long 
Aa he could make me with his e^ or ear 
Distinguish him from others, be did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief. 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
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Conkt best express how slow his wul sail'd on. 
How flwift his ship. 

Bhakegpeare: CymbeKiie. 

With that,' wringing my hand he tnm'd awaj'. 
And though his tears would hardly let him look, 

Tet such a look did throngh hia tears make way. 
As show'd how sad a farewell there he took. 

Daniel. 

Fare thee well! yet think awhile 

On one whiwe bosom bleeds to douht thee; 

Who now would rather trust that smile. 
And die with thee, than liT« without Uieel 

Jfoorw. 

One kind kiss before we part. 
Drop a tear and bid adieu; 
Though we sever, my fond heart 
Till we meet shall pant for you. 

DodaUj/: The Partinff Kie9. 

they who go 
Feel not the pain of parting; it is they 
Who stay behind that suffer. 

LongfeUow: Miohael Angela. 

Paulon, Ardor; see Anger, Zeal, and Love. 
As rolls the ocean's changing tide, 
go human pasHions ebb and flow. 



The ruling passion, be it what it will. 
The ruling passion ctmquers reason atill. 
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Passion B are liken'd best to floods and strMDiR; 

The ahallow murmur, but the deep are dumb; 
So, when affection jHelds discourse, it seems 

The boUxan ia but shallow whenee they oome. 

Sir Walter BaleigK 

O, how the passions, insolent and strong. 
Bear our weak minds their rapid course along; 
ISako U8 the madness of their will obey; 
Then die, and leave us to our griefs a prey) 

Orabhe. 

His soul, like bark with rudder lost, 
On passion's changeful tide was toas'd; 
Nor vice nor virtue had the power 
Beyond the impression of ihe hour: — 
And, Oh, when passion rules, how rare 
The hours that fall to virtue's share ! 

Soott: Rokebji. 

Past, The; see Tntnrlty and Kemory. 

yfYiaX is it that will lastT 
All things are taken from ns, and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past. 

Teimyton: The Lotua-Eater*. 

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean. 
Tears from the depths of some divine despair. 
Rise in the heart and gather to the eyes, 
Jn looking on the happy Autumn-fields, 

And thinking of the days that are no more. 
Dear as remember'd kisses aft«r death. 
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned 
On lips that are for others; deep as love. 
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Deep KB first love, and wild with all regret; 
Death in Life, tlie days that an no more! 

Tennyaon. 

But tha tendeT grace of a day that ia dead 
Will nerar come bade to me. 

Teimytim: Break, Break, Break. 

We do not urve the dead — the past is past! 
Ood lives, and lifts his glorious mornings up 
Before the c^es of men, awake at last. 

BKeabeth B. Brxntming: Oaaa Ouidi Windowe, 



— ^Alt uncbronicled and rilent ages 
Before the Future first begot the Past, 
Till History dared, at last^ 
To write eternal words on granite pages. 

Bayard Taylor: The National Ode. 

Wondrous and awful are thj silent balls, 

O kingdom of the past I 
There lie tiie bygone ages in their palls. 

Guarded by shadows vast. 

Lwoell: To the Pa»t. 

Fatlenee; tee Advice and Costentment. 

How poor are they, that have not patience I 
What wound did ever heal, but by degrees I 

Bhoketfeare: OtheUo. 
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Mftking them each his own deliverer. 

And victor over all 

That tTronny or fortune con inflict. 

Milton: Samton AgtMtale*. 

There are timea wlien patience proves at fault. 

Brwoning: Paraotlivt. 

I must bear 
What id ordained with patience, being awan 
NeocMlt; dotit frost tlie univarM 
With an invindble gesture. 

EUtMheth B. Brviomng: Prom«theut Bound. 

Experience, like a pale mueieian, holds 

A dulcimer of patience in bis band. 

Whence harmoniei we cannot underatand, 

Of Ood'a will in his worlds, tbe strain unfolds. 

EUaabeth B. Bmoning: Bo»net*. 

Endurance Is the crowning quali^. 

And patience all tbe passion of great hearts. 

Lowell: Oolumlma, 

Patience is powerfnl. 

LongftUoin: Tales of a Waytide Iim. 

Patience is a plant 
That grows not in all gardens. 

Longfelloto: Miohael A.»gtla. 

Let us then be up and doing. 

With a heart for &ay fate; 
Still achieving, still pursuing. 

Learn to labor and to wait. 

Longfellow: Paatm of Life. 
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Patience; accompIiBli thj labor; accomplish thy 
work of affection! 

Bociow and silence are Btrong, and patjent en- 
durance is godlike. 

Therefore accomplish thy labor of love, till the 
heart is oiade godlike, 

Purifled, strengthened, perfected, and rendered more 
worthy of heaven. 

LongfeUow: Eeangeiine. 

Fstriotiim; see Loyalty. 

Breathes there a man with soul so dead. 
Who never to himself hath eald — 
Iliis is my own — my native land I 

Boott: Latt UiMtrel. 

Oh heaven I he cried, my bleeding country save I 
Is there DO arm on high to shield the brave T 
Yet, though destruction sweep those lovely plains. 
Rise, fellow-men t our country yet remains I 
By that dread name, we wave the sword on high, 
And swear with her to live — with her to die! 

OampbeU: PUatwet of Hope. 



Strike — for yoor altars and your flres; 
Strike — for the green graves of your sires; 
God, and your native landl 

Ealleek; Marco Bostaria. 



My country, 'tia of thee. 
Sweet land of liberty,^ — 
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Of thee I aing: 
Land where my fathers died. 
Land of the pilgrima' pride. 
From ever]' mountain side 

Let freedom ring. 

Samuel F. Bmitk: Natioaal Hymn. 

One flag, one land, one heart, one hand. 
One Natltm erermoret 

Holmea: Vof/age of the Good Ship TJtifott, 

Our fathers' Qodt from out whose hand 
The centuries fail like grains of sand. 
We meet to-daf, united, free. 
And lojal to our land and Thee, 
To thank Thee for the era done. 
And trust Thee for the opening one. 

Wlnttier: Oentenniat Bgmn. 

Sail on, p Ship of Bute! 
Soil on, O Union, strong and great! 
Humanity with all ita feaia. 
With all the hopes of future years. 
Is hanging breathless on thy fate! 

LonfffetUno: BitiUing of the Ship. 

IPeoce; tee Cklmneu and Qnlet. 

Still in thy right band cany gentle peace, 
To ailent envious tongues. Be juat and fear not; 
Let all the ends thou aim'st at be thy country's. 
Thy God's, and truth's. 

Shaketpeare: Henry Till. 

If 1 unwittingly, or in my rage. 

Have aught committed that ia hardly borne 
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By &iif in tbia presence, I desire 

To reconcile me to hie friendly peace: 

Tia death to me, to be at enmity ; 

I hate it, and desire all good men's lore. 

Shakespeare: Richard III, 



Milton: Sormeta. 
Peace rules tbe day, where reason rules the mind. 



O Peacel thou source and soul of social life; 
Beneath whose calm inspiring influence, 
Science his views enlarges. Art refines, 
And swelling Commerce opens all her ports; 
Blessed be the man divine, who gives us thee ! 

Thomson: Britannia, 

Mark! where his carnage and his conquests ceaael 
He makea a, solitude, and calls it—peace. 

Byron : Bride of Abydoa. 

We would have inward peace. 
Yet will not look within; 
We would have misery cease. 
Yet will not cease from sin. 

Matthew Arnold: Empedocles on Etna. 

Pity, Compassion, Hercy; see Charity and Klndnesx. 
The quality of mercy is not strain'd; 
It droppetJi, aa the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless'd; 
It bleaseth him that gives, and him tiiat takes: 
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Tis mightiest in tJie mightiest; it becomes 
The thitined mon&rch better than his crown. 

Bhakeapeare: Uorokant of Tettioe. 

How would you be. 
If He, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge jou as jou areT 0, think on that. 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips. 
Like man new made. 

Shakegpeare : Meaaure for Meaaitre. 

Though justice be thy plea, consider this — 
That in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy; 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of meroy. 

ahakeapeare; Merchant of Teniae. 

The greatest attribute of Heaven is Men^; 
And 'tis the crown of Justice, and the glory. 
Where it may kill with right, to save with pity. 

Beavmont and Fletcher: Lover's Progreat. 

Soft pity never leaves the gentle breast 

Where love has been received a welcome guest. 

Sheridan; Duenna. 

Teach me to feel another's woe. 
To hide the fault I see; 
That mercy I to others show. 
That mercy show to me. 

Pope: Vnivenai Prager. 

Lews pleasure take brave minds in battle w<hi, 
Hun in restoring su^ as are undone; 
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Tigera have cnurage, and the rugged bear. 
But man alone can, whom, he conquers, spare. 

Waller: To My Lord Proteotar. 

Pleunre; mb Jay and Happlseu. 

Pleasure, and revenge. 
Have ears more deaf than adders, to the voice 
Of any true deciiion. 

Bhakeapeare: Troihis and Creuida. 

Pleaanre, or wrong or ri^tly understood. 
Our greatest evil, or our greatest good. 

Pope: EMOiy on Man. 

I built my Boul a lordly pleasure-house. 
Wherein at ease for aye to dwell. 

Tennjfson; Palaoe of Art. 

But pleasures are like poppies spread, — 
You seize the flower, its bloom is shed ; 
Or like Uie snow falls in the river, — 
A moment whita — then melta forever. 

Burnt : Tarn O'fthontar. 

Death treads in pleasure's footsteps round the 

When pleasure treads the paths which reason ahnns. 
Young: Jfight ThougkU. 

Pleasure that cornea tintook'd for is thrice welcome. 
Rogeri: Italy. 

lliOHgh sages may pour out their wisdom's treasure, 
Het« ia no eterner moralist tlian pleasure. 

Byron; Don Juan. 
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Fleasure miut succeed to pleasure, gIk pait pleoa* 
ure tunu to p&in. 

Browning: La Soma*. 

Poetry, Foeti; «ee Anthonhlp, Booki, Oenloi, and bn- 
agliLBtlojt. 

Sweet are the pleasures that to verse belong. 
And doubly sweet a brotherhood in aong. 

Seals. 



BlessisgB be with them, and eternal praise. 
Who gave us nobler loves and nobler cares — 
The poets who (m earth have made us heirs 
Of truth and pure delight, by heavenly lays. 

Wordaicorth: Personal Talk. 

He poet's eye, in a. fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to eartJi, from earth to 

And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unlcnown, tike poef s pen 
Tunu tJiem to Bhapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name. 

Shakespeare: MU&ummer Night'a DreoM. 

The grandest chariot wherein king-fhou^ts ride; — 
One who shall fervent grasp the sword of song 
As a stem swordsman grasps his keenest blade. 
To find the quickest passage to the heart. 

Aleaander Smith: A. Life Drama. 
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TiH to create, and in creating live 
A being more intense, that we endow 
With form our fanej, gaining ai we give 
The life we image, even as I do now. 
What am It Nothing; but not so art thou. 
Soul of my thought! with whom I traverse earth, 
InTisible but gaiing, as I glow 
Miz'd with ttj spirit, blended viHi thy birth. 
And feeling still with thee in mj crush'd feeling^ 
dearth. 

Bgron: Ohilde Earold. 

No real Poet ever wove In numbers 
All bis dream; but the diviner part. 
Hidden frMu all the world, spake to him only 
la the voiceless silence of hh heart. 

Adelaide A. Procter. 

A poet could not sleep aright. 
For his soul kept up too much llg^t 
Under his eyelids for the oight. 

Elizabeth B. Brotoning: A Vision of Poets. 

He bore by day, he bore by night 
That presntre of God's infinite 
Up«Hi his finite soul. 

EUxabeth B. Brencming: The Poet't Vow. 

No sword 
Of wrath her right ann whirl'd, 
Bnt one poor poef s acrofl, and with his word 
E9ie shook the world. 

Tennyson: The Poet. 
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God is the Perfect Poet, 
Who ID creBtion acts his own coneeptions. 

Brovmingi Paracelava. 

— The gloriea Bd tTanscendent 

Iliat around their memories cluster. 
And, on all their ateps attendant. 
Make their darkened Uvea resplendent 

With such gleanui of inward lusterl . . , 

All the soul in rapt mipenaion. 

All the quivering, palpitating 
Chords of life in utmost tension. 
With the fervor of invention. 

With the rapture of creating! . . . 

Though to all there ia not given 

Strength for auch sublime endeavor. 
Thus to scale the walls of heaven. 
And to leaven with fierj leaven 

All the hearts of men forever; 

Yet all bards, whose hearts nnbtighted 

Honor and believe the presage, 
Hold aloft their torches lighted, 
Oleaming through the realms benighted. 
As the; onward bear the meaaoge! 

Longfellow: Promethmu, or The PovPt 
Forethought. 

Come, read to me some poem, 

S<Hne simple and heartfelt lay. 
That shall soothe this restless feeling 

And banish the thou^ts of da;. 
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Nat from the gr&nd old mssleTB, 

Not from the bards sublime. 
Whose distant footsteps echo, 

Througli the corridors of Time. . . . 

Besd from some humbler poet. 
Whose songs gushed from hia heart, 

A» showers from ttie clouds in summer. 
Or tears from the eyelids start. 

hrngfelltno: The Day ia Done. 

Earth seemed more sweet to live upon, 
Uore full of lore, because of him. 
And day bj day more holy grew 
Each spot where he had trod, 
Till after-poets only knew 
Their first-bom brother as a goA. 

Lowell: Shepherd of King Admetm. 

Zorertji tee Oharltr and Wealth. 

Want Is a bitter and a hateful good. 
Because its virtues are aot understood; 
Tet many things, impossible to thought. 
Have been by need to full perfection brou^t. 

Dryden: Wife of Bat\. 

If we from wealth to poverty descend. 

Want gives to know fhe flatterer from the friend. 

Dryden: Wife of Bath. 

This mournful truth is everywhere confessed. 
Blow tiscB worUi by poverty depressed. 

Dr. Johneott: London. 
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But Knowledge to tii«ir eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the apoils of time, did ne'er unfold; 

Chill penury repreaa'd their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of tiw soul. 

Ortty: Elegy. 

The poor ftlone are onteasts; tbey who risked 
All they poaseased for liber^, and loet; 
And wander through the world without a friend. 
Sick, comfortlesa, distreaaed, unknown, uncared for 
LongfeUow: Miehaet Angelo. 

Power; »ee Action and Ambition. 

What can power give mote than food and drink. 
To live at ease, and not be bound to think I 

Drydett: Medal. 

Calm and aerene he drives tbe furious blast. 
And, pleas'd th' Almi^tya orders to perform, 
Ridea in tbe whirlwind and directa the atorm. 

Addieon: Campaign. 

He bath no power who hatii not power to use. 

Bailey: Featita. 

The good old rule 
SufGceth them, the simple plan. 
That they should take who have the power. 
And they ahonld keep who can. 

Wordsworth: Rob Roy's Orow. 

Fower, like a desolating pestilence, 
Pollutea whate'er It touches; and obedience. 
Bane of all geniua, virtue, freedom, truth. 
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Makes bIbtbh of men, and of the human frame, 
A mechanized automaton. 

Bhelleg: Qveen Mab. 

bIm; aee Applause and Fame. 

Praiaing what is loat, 
Hakea the remembranoe dear. 

Bhakeapeare; AU'a Well That Ends WeU. 

Who would ever care to do brave deed. 

Or etrive in virtue others to excel. 

If none should yield him his deserved meed 

Bue praise, tiiat is the spur of doing wellt 

For if good were not piaisSd more than ill. 

None would choose goodness of his own free will. 

Spenser; Tears of the Mutes. 

The love of praise, howe'er conoeal'd bj art, 
Seigns, more or less, and glows, in ev'ry heart: 
The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure; 
The modest shun it, hut to make it sure. 

Toung: Love of Fame. 

lis an old maxim in the schools, 
That flattery's the food of fools; 
Yet, now and then, your men of wit 
Will condescend to take a bit. 

Swift: Oaienus and Vanessa. 

Hinds, 
By nature great, are oonaelons of tbeir greatness, 
And bold it mean to borrow aught from flatt«iy. 

JBowe. 



DigniodD, Google 



184 The Handbook of Quotatioru 

Oh I it is worse than mocker; to list the flatt'rer'a 

tone, 
To knd a lead; Mr t« thou^ta the cheek muat 

blush to own, — 
To hear the red Up whUper'd of, and the flowing 

curl, and eje. 
Made conatant theme of eulogy extraragant aad 

hij^— 
And the charm of person woTshipp'd, In an homage 

offer'd not 
To the perfect charm of virtue, and the majes^ of 

thou^t 

WMltier. 



Viajn; *eo Delt? and Sel44«». 

lij words Sy up, n^ thoi^ts remain below: 
Words, without thon^ts, never to heaven go. 

8hake»pe<ire: HamJet. 

We, ignorant of ourselves. 

Beg often oui own harms, which the wise powers 

Deny us for our good; so find we profit, 

Bj losing of our prayers. 

8hakeapeare: Antony and Cleopatra. 

'A good man's prayers 
Will from the deepest dungeon climb Heaven's 

hel^t 
And bring a blessing down. 

Joanna BailJi»: EthmiTd. 
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His watchword at the gBt«B of death, — 
He enters heaven wiUi prayer. 

Jamet Montgomeiy: What is Prayerf 

Sm ^rayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 
For the dear God who loveth ui. 
He made and loveth all. 

OaUridge: Aneient Mariner. 

Pray for my soul. More things are wrou^t 1^ 

prayer 
Umii this world dreams of> Wherefore let thy 

Rise like a fonnt^n tor me aight and day. 
For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That nourish a blind life within the brain. 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 
Both for themgelves and those who call them friesdT 
For so the whole round earth is every way 
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 

Tennyson; Morte d" Arthur. 

Present, The; aee Time, Tutority, and The Past. 
But what are past or future joyst 

The present is our own; 
And he is wise who best employs 
The passing hour al<Ae. 

Heher: From Pindar. 

This narrow Isthmus 'twlxt two boundless seas. 
The Past, the Future — two eternities. 



DigniodD, Google 



186 The Handbook of Quotations 

The Prawnt, the Prewnt i» «11 thoa hut 

For thy sure possessing; 
Like ttie pfttriarch's angel hold it fast 

Till it gives its blesBing. 

Wfiittier: My Boul a 



Tho" mucli is token, much abidea; and Uu>' 

We are not now that strength which in old da^ 

HoTcd earth and heaven, that vhich we are, we are ; 

One equal temper of heroic hearts, 

Hade weak by time and fate, but strong in will 

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 

Tennyson: Ut]fa»ea. 

Challenge the passing hour like guards that keep 
Their solitary watch on tower and steep. 

LottfffeOovi: To-morrow. 

TniBt no Future, howe'er pleasant 1 

Let the dead I^at bury its dead! 
Act, — act in the living PresentI 

Heart within, and Ood o'erhead! 

Longfellow: A Fsolm of Life. 

Our to-days and yesterdays 
Are the blocks with which we build. 

Longfellow: The Builden. 

The present moves attended 

With all of brave and excellent and fair 
TbaX made the old time splendid. 

Lowttt. 
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Pride, AiTo^nce, Eattgbtiness; see Enmllltr. 
Pride hatli no other glasa 
To ettytf itself, but pride; for supple kneea 
Feed MTOgance, and are tba proud man's iees. 

Bhakespeare: Troihtt and Creaeida. 

You speak (/ the people aa if jou were a god 
To punish: not a man of their infirmity. 

Bhakegpeare: Ooriolanut. 

Tis pride, rank pride, and hai^btiness of soul: 
I think the Romans call it stoicism. 

Addiion: Oato. 

Whatever Nature has in worth denied, 

Bhe gives in large recruits of needful pride; 

For as in bodies, thus in souls, we find. 

What nants in blood and spirits, awell'd with wind: 

Pride, where wit fails, steps in to out defence. 

And fills up all the might; void of sense. 

Pope: Essay on Criticitm. 

In pride, in leaa'ning pride, our error lies; 
All quit their sphere, and rush into the skies; 
Pride still is aiming at the blest abodes. 
Men would be angels, angels would be goda. 

Pope: Essay on Man. 

Protperlty; see Wealth and Hspplnen. 

Prosperi^ doth bewiteh men, seeming clear; 
As seas do lau^, show white, when rocks are near. 
yPebster: White Devil. 

how portentous is prosperit}'! 

How, comet-like, it threatens, while it shines! 

Young: Jfight Thoughts. 
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FroBperity's the very bond of lore; 

Whose freah complexion, and whose heart together 

Affliction alters. 

SAofcespeore: Wintet'i Tale. 

He that holds fast the golden mean, 
And lives contentedly between 

The little and the great. 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor. 
Not plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 

Embitt'ring all his state. 

Oowper: Eonute. 



For my means, I'll husband Ihem so well. 
They shall go far with little. 

Bhakeipeare: Bamlet. 

It shewed discretion, the best part of Talor. 

Beaumont and Fletcher: King and Ho King. 

Fast bind, fast And; 
A proveib never stale in thrifty mind. 

Shahetpeare: Merchant of Tmioe. 

When deaperatd Ills demand a speedy cure. 
Distrust is cowardice, and prudence folly. 

Dr. JoXnwM: Irene, 

Tou should have feared false times, when yon did 

BuBpect still oomes where an estate is least. 

Bhahespeare: Timon of Atken*. 
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Vessels large may venture more. 

But little boats should keep near shore. 

PrankUn: Poor Biohard, 



When we mean to build. 
We first snn«7 the plot, then draw the modd: 
And when we see the ^ure of the house. 
Then must ws rate the cost of the erection: 
Which, if we find outweighs ability. 
What do we then but draw anew the model 
In fewer offices; or, at least, desist 
To bnild at all I 

Shakespeare: 2 Benrg IF. 

.... By slow prudence to make mild 
A rugged people, and thro* soft degrees 
Bubdue them to the useful and the good. 

Tennyson; Ulyaaei. 

Quiet, Sest; see Calmnes*, Oomtentment, and Peace. 
No stir of air was there. 
Not so much life as on a summer's day 
Robs not one li^t seed from the feather'd grass. 
But where the dead leaf fell, there did it rest. 

Keats: Byperion. 

Best is not quitting 

The busy career; 
Best is the fitting 

Of self to its sphere. 
'Tie Uie brook's motion. 

Clear without strife. 
Fleeing to ocean 

After its life. 
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Deeper devotion 

Nowhere hath knelt; 
Fuller emotion 

Heart never felt. 
'Tis loving and aerving 

The bigheat and beet; 
Tis onwardH 1 iinawerving — 

And that ia true rest. 

John Bullivan Duright, 

XeBMn; see Charaater and Wiidom. 

Mix'd reawn with pleasure, and wisdom with mirth. 
Ooldsmith: Retaliation. 



Who reaaotts vrisely, ia not therefore wise. 
His pride in reasoning, not in acting lies. 

Pope: Moral Essays. 

I haye no other but a woman's reason; 
I think him so, because I think him so. 

Shakespeare: Two Oentlemen of Verona. 

I would make 
Season mj guide. 

Bryant. 

Reason progTesaive, instinct is complete; 
Bwift instinct leaps; slow reason feebl; climbs. 
Brutes aoon their zenith reach; their little all 
Flows in at once: in ages th«7 no more 
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Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were tnaii to live coeval vitti the sun. 
The patriarch-pupil would be learning still; 
Yet, dying, leave bia lesBon half unlearned. 

Toung; Sight Thoughta. 

liebelUon; tee loyalty and PatrlotlniL 
How in one house 
Should many people, under two commandB, 
Hold amity t 'Tib hard, ahnoit impossible. 

Bhaketpeare : King Lear. 

Contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose. 
And bears down all before him. 

Shakespeare: 2 Henry IV. 

From, hence, let fierce contending nations know 
What dire effects from civil discord &ovr. 

Addiaon: Oato, 

One drop of blood, drawn from thy country'fl bosom, 
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign 

Beturn thee, Uierefore, witli a flood of tears, 
And wash away thy country's stained spots. 

Shakespeare: 1 Henry VI. 

Regret; see Kemary and Kelanoholy. 

For of all sad words of tongue or pen. 

The saddest are these: "It might have been! " 

Whittier: Maud Mtiller. 

Dear as remembered kisses after death. 
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned 
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On lipB that are (or others; deep as love, 
Deep as first love, and wild with al) regret; 

Deatii in Life! tbe days tbat are no more. 

Tennyson: The Prinoett. 

Kallclon; tte Deity and Frayer. 

In Beligion 
What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bleas it, and approve it with a text. 
Hiding the groaanesB with fair ornament. 

Bhaktspeare : Merchant of FMuoe. 

Shall I ask the brave soldier who fights by my side 
Id the eaose of mankind, if our creeds agree! 
Shall I give up the friend I have valued and tried. 
If he kneel not before the same altar with me T 

Moore: Come, Bend Bound the Wine. 

WhaWer 

1 may bave been, or am, dotb rest between 
Heaven and myself. — I shall not choose a mortal 
To be my mediator. 

Byron: Manfred. 

Invisible and silent stands 

The temple never made wiOi hands. 

WhitUer: The Meeting. 

There lives more faith in honest doubt. 
Believe me, than in half the creeds. 

Tennyson.' In Uemoriom. 
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Socrates drinking tke hemlodc. 

And Jesus oa the rood; 
And millions who humble and nuneleit 

The straight hard pathway trod, — 
Some call it consecration. 

And others call it God. 

WilUam Herbert Carruth. 

Bp«atuieei see Consalenee, ForglTeiieii, Begret, and 

Bin. 
For what is true repentance but in thought — 
Not eVn in inmost thought to think again 
The sins that made the past so pleasant to us. 

Tennyson: Ottinevere. 

Who by repentance is not satiafled 

Is not of heaven nor earth; for these are pleased; 

By penitence the Eternal's wrath's appeased. 

Bhaketpeare! Two Bentlemen of Yenma. 

High minda, of native pride and force. 
Most deeply feel thy pangs, Bemorse! 
Fear, for tiieir scourge, mean villains have; 
Thou art the torturer of the brave. 

Boolt: Marmion. 

Bemorse is as the heart in which it grows. 
If that be gentle, it drops balmy dews 
Of true repentance; but if proud and gloomy, 
It is the poison tree that, pierced to the Inmost, 
Weeps only tears of poison. 

Coleridge: Remorte, 

Habitual evils seldom change too soon. 
But many dajv must pass, and mai^ 
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ConsctouB remorse, aad Mignish muet b« felt. 
To curb desire, to break the stubborn will. 
And work a. second nature in the soul, 
Ere virtue can resume the place she lost. 

Bawe: Ulyttet. 

XctlEnatlon; tee Patience and Despair. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended, 
Sf seeing tlie woist, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 

BKakesp^tre: Othello. 

Things without remedy. 
Should be without regard; what's done is done. 

Shaketpeare: Uaobeth. 

Well— peace to thy heart, tho* another's it be; 
And liealth fa> tbat cheek, tbo' it bloom not for me. 
Moore: Well — peaoe to tAy Heart. 

Ye noble few.' who here unbending stand 
Beneath life's pressure, yet bear up awhile. 
And what your bounded view, which only saw 
A little part, deemed evil, is no more: 

The storms of wintry time will quickly pass, 
And one unbounded Spring encircle all. 

Thornton: Beaton*. Winter. 

What seem to us but sad funereal tapers. 
May be Heaven's distant lamps. 

Lonjfeltou); BeHgnatioH. 

He who hath watch'd, not shared, the strife, 
Knows how the day hath gone. 
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He onij lives with the vorld's life. 
Who hath renounced hia own. 
liattkew Arnold: On the Author of " Obermatm." 

Xetolution; see Courage, Action, and Deoltion. 
The native hue of Tesolution 
Is aidclied o'er with the pale caat of thought; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment. 
With this regard, their currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action. 

Shakespeare: Hamlet. 

Attempt the end, and never stand to doubt, 
NoUiing's BO hard hut search will find it out. 

Serrtcfc, 

KerenEe; tee Anger and Hatred. 
i/fy injur'd honor, 
Impatient cf ^e wrong, calls for revenge. 

RoiPe: Lady Jane Qrey, 

Pleasure and revenge 
Have eara more deaf l^an adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. 

Shakespeare: Troilua and Cresaida- 

Reveuge, at first though sweet. 
Bitter ere long, back on itaelf recoili. 

Milton: Paradite Lost. 

Yengeuiee to Ood alone belonga; 
But, when I thiulc of all my wrongs. 
My blood is liquid flame. 

Booit: Uarmion. 



DigniodD, Google 



196 The Handbook of Quotations 

Whom vengeance track'd m loi^ 
Feedii^ its torch witb tlie ttiougfat of wrong. 

Whittier, 

BabUth. 

Bbtil, Sabbath! thee I hail, the poor man's daj: 
On other daja the man of toil ia doom'd 
To eat hie jobless bread, lottely — the ground 
Both neat and board— Bcreen'd from the winter's 

oold 
And ■ummer'B heat, by neighb'iing hedge or tree; 
But on thia day, embosom'd in bis home, 
He shares the frugal meal with those he Iotcb. 

Grahame: Babbalk. 

The sabbaths of Eternity, 
One sahhath deep and wide — . 

Tennjfson: Bt. Agnes' Eve. 

Six days of toil, poor child of Cain, 
Thy strength the slave of Want may be; 
The seventh thy limbs escape the chain — 
A God hatii made thee free I 

Bulwer-Liftton : Corn Floteen. 

Yes, child of suffering, thou mayest well be sure. 
He who ordained the Sabbath loves the poor- 

Bolmei: Urania. 

The Sabbath brings its kind release, 

And Care lies slumbering on the lap of Peace. 

Holmes: Crania. 

Take the Sunday with you through the week. 
And sweeten witJi it all the other days. 

LongfeUote: Uiohael An^lo. 
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8>tln; see Wit. 

Satire or Bense, alas I can it feelT 

Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel T 

Fope: Epiatle to irbuthwit. 

In general satire, every man perceives 

A alight attack, yet neither fears nor grieves. 

Crabbe: Ad^oe. 

iDstructlva satire! true to virtue's cause I 
Tiiou shining supplement of public lawst 

Young; Love of Fame. 

Let satire lees engage you than applause; 

It shows a generous mind to wink at flaws. 

Touwg: EpiatU to Pope. 

When satire flies abroad on falsehood's wing, 
Short is her life, and impotent her sting; 
But when to truth allied, tlie wound she gives 
Sinks deep, and to remotest ages lives. 

OlMrehill: Author. 

Belenoe; tee EaDwledge. 

O star-eyed Science! hast thou wander'd there. 
To waft us home the message of despair T 

Campbell: PUaeurei of Hope. 

What cannot art and industry perform. 
When science plans the progress of their toill 

Beattie: Miitatrel. 

Blessinp on Science, and her handmaid Steaml 
They make Utopia only half a dreami 
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dud abov tiie ferrent, of capacious souls. 
Who watch the ball of Progress as it rolls. 
That all as yet completed, or begun, 
Is but tiie dawning that precedes the sun. 

Okarlet Maekag: RailiBaj/». 

Science moves, but alowlj, slowly, creeping ou from 
point to point. 

TennyaoK.' Lockaley HaU, 

SeUiliBeai; tee Brotbeiliood, 
Olory, built 
On selfish principles, Is shame and guilt; 
The deeds that men admire as half divine, 
Start naught, because corrupt in tbeir design. 

Coxoper: Tdbl^ TaHk. 

Deepit« those titles, power and pelf. 

The wretch, concentred all in self. 

Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 

To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 

Unwept, unhonored, and unsung. 

Boott: Lay of tlie Last Umttrel. 

Self-love, the spring of motion, acts the soul; 
Beason'a comparing balance rules the whole. 
Man, but tor that, no action could attend. 
And, but for this, were active to no end: 
Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar spot. 
To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot; 
Or, meteor-like, flame lawless thro" the void. 
Destroying others, by himself destroy'd. 

Pope: Eaaoj/ on Man. 
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Silenoe,' tee Quiet. 

0, my Antonio, I do know of tbeM, 
Thftt therefore only are reputed wise, 
3^r Bajiug nothing. 

Bhaketpeare: Merchant of Venice. 

Silence is the perfecteet herald of jo}': 
I were but little happy, if I could say how much. 
Bhaketpeare: Much ±do About Nothing. 

Be eilent always, when you doubt your eeuse, 
And speak, tho' sure, with seeming diffidence. 

Pope: Ea&ay on Crilteum. 



Let me silent be ; 
For silence is the speech of love. 
The music of the spheres above. 

B. H. Stoddard: Speech of Love. 

You know 
There are momentH when silence, prolonged and 

unbroken. 
More expressive may be than all words ever spoken. 
It is wben the heart has an instinct of what 
In the heart of another is passing. 

Oioea Meredith: Ludle. 

God's poet ia ailencel His song is unspoken. 
And yet so profound, so loud, and so far. 
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It fllla 70U, it tbrillB you with measures uubroken. 
And AB soft, and aa tair, and aa far oh a star. 

Joaquin MiUer: Isles of the AmaxMS. 

Sin; see Ooniolence, For^veneu, and Eepentanee. 
0, what authority, and show of truth 
Caa cunning ain cover itself withal! 

Shakespeare: Muck Ado Abotti Nothing. 

Few lore to bear the sins tiiey love to act. 

Bhakespeare: Pericles. 

QuiltinesB will speak, iho* tongues were out of use. 
Bhakespeare: Othelto. 

He is no man on whom perfections wait. 
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 

Bhakespeare; Pericles. 

Count all th' advantage prosp'rouB vice attains, 
lis hnt what virtue flies from, and disdHins. 

Pope: Essay on if an. 

Vice is a monster of so frightful mien, 
jIs to be hated needs but to be seen; 
Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face. 
We first endure, then pity, tiien embrace. 

Pope: Essa/y on Han. 

There is a metiiod in man's wickedness; 
It grows up by degrees. 

Beaumont and Fletcher: King and No Sing, 

The knowledge of my sin 
Is half-iepentance. 

Bayard Toy lor; Lars. 
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Haoertty, Cuidot; aee EoBetty and ETpoerliy. 
I hold it cowardice 
To reat miatnutful, where a noble heart 
Hkth pawned an open hand in Bign of love. 

Bhakespeare: S Eenry Tl. 

Better in the wrong with einoerity, rather than the 
rig^t with falsehood. 

Ttipper: Proverbial PMlosophy. 

To God, thf country, and thy friend be true. 

Henry Vaughan: Rule» and LeuOM. 

His nature Ib too noble for the world: 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for 's power to thunder. His heart '■ his 

moutii: 
What his breast foigea that his tongue roust vent. 
Bttakespeare: OorioUmM. 

Skeptldira; aee bfldellty and Faith. 

ThiH a sacred rule we find 
Among the nicest of mankind, — 
To doubt of facta, however true, 
Unhee they know the causes too. 

Churchill: Ohost. 

Let no pTesoming impious rsiler tax 
Creative Wisdom, as if aught was formed 
In vain, or not for admirable ends. 
Shall tittle haugfat; ignorance pronounce 
His works unwise, of which the smallest part 
Exceeds the narrow vision of her mindT 

Thornton: Beaeona. Bvmmer, 
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naader, Ooislp; «ee Honefty and TmtlL 

Be thou M chaste aa ice, aa pure as snow. 
Hiou shalt not escape ealnnmy. 

Shakeipeare: HamJet. 

Slander, 
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter. 
As level as the cannon to his blank. 
Transports his poison'd shot. 

Bhakeapeare: Bamlet. 

I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain m^ cousin with. One doth not know 
How much an ill word may empoison Hiring. 

8halc€*p€art: Muoh Ado Ahovt Nothing. 

Slander's mark was ever jet the fair; 
The ornament of beautj is suspect, 
A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air. 
Bo thou be good, slander dotb but approve 
Thy worth tbe greater. 

Bhakeapeare: Boaneta. 

Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls: 

Who steals my purse, steals trash: 'tis sometbing, 

nothing: 
Twaa mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thou- 

But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Bhaketpeare: Othello. 
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Malicious il&ader never would have leiBiire 
To aeorch, with pryiDg ejes, for faults abroad. 
If All, like me, eonaider'ii their own hearts, 
And wept the Borrows which th^ found at home. 
Bowel Jane Shore. 

Does not the law of Heaven saj blood for blood T 
And he who taintt kills more than he who sheds it. 

The flying rumors gather'd as they roli'd. 
Scarce onj tale was sooner heard than told; 
And all who told it added something new. 
And all who heard it made enlargements too; 
In ever; ear It spread, on every txingue it grew. 
Thus flying east and west, and north and south, 
Kews travel'd with increase from mouth to mouth. 
Pope: Temple of Fame. 

averyi see Treedom and Liberty. 

Easier were it 
To hurl the rooted mountain from its base. 
Than force the yoke of slavery upon men 
Detfrmiu'd to be free. Bouthey. 

I would not have a slave to till my ground. 
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 
And tremble when I wake, for all the vrealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever eam'd. 

Oovper: Taik. 

Slaves cannot breathe in England; if their lun^ 
Receive our air, that moment they are free: 
They touch our country and their shackles fall. 

Cowper: Taak, 
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What wish oan prosper, or what prajer. 
For merchanta rich in cargoes of despair. 
Who drive a loathsome traffic, gauge and span 
And buy the muscles and the bones of man! 
The tender ties of father, husband, friend, 
All bonds of nature in that moment end. 
And each enduiea, while yet he draws his breath, 
A stroke as fatal as the scythe of death. 

Cwoper: Oharity. 

Bleep, Xepoie; tee Quiet ii»i Sreanu. 

Sleep, that knits up the ravel'd sleave of care, 
The death of each day's lite, eore labor's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second conrse. 
Chief nourisher in life's feast. 

BKaketpeare: M.aehet\, 

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking, 
tSon. of toil, nor ni^t of waking. 

Boott: LaJ^ of the Lake. 

Tired nature's aweet restorer, balmy sleep! 
He, like the world, his ready visit pays 
Where fortune smiles — the wretched he forsakes. 

Young: Night Thought*. 

O mai^e sleep 1 O comfortable bird 

That broodeat o'er the troubled sea of the mind 

Till it is hueh'd and smootht 

Eeatt: Eitdymton. 

, Thou hast been called, O sleep I the friend of woe; 
But 'tis the happy who have called thee so. 

Bouthey: Curae of Eehama. 
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la there au^t in sleep can charm 1^ wiaeT 
To lie in dead oblivion, losing half 
The fleeting momenta of too ahort a life; 
Total extinction of tli' enligtiten'd sout, . . . 
Who would in such a gloomy state remain 
Longer than nature eraveaT 

Thomaon: Beatont. Bummer. 

Beat that atrengthena unto virtuoua deeda, 
la 006 with prayer. 

fioyurd Taylor. 

And the night ahall be filled with music. 

And the caree that infest the day 
Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 

And aa ailently steal away. 

Longfellow: Day U Done. 

Society, People; tee Solitude. 

Among unequal B what society 
Can sort, what harmony oi true delight? 

Milton: Paradiee Lott, 

Unliappy hel who from the first of joys. 
Society, cut off, is left alone 
Amid tiiis world of death. 

Thornton: Beatont. Bttmmer, 

Heaven forming each on other to depend, 
A master, or a servant, or a friend, 
Bids each on other for assistance call. 
Till one man's weakness grows the strength of all. 
Pope: Ettay on l^an. 
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H*n in society is like a flower 

Blown in its native bed; 'tis there alone 

His faculUeB expanded in full bloom . 

Shine out; there only reach their proper use. 

Oowper: Taak. 

We loathe what none are left to share — 
E'en bliss 'twere woe alone to bear; 
The heart onoe left thus desolate 
Utut flf at last for ease — to hate. 

Byron.- Oiaour, 

Who o'er the herd would wish to reign, 
Fantastic, fickle, fierce and vain! 
Vain as the leaf upon the stream. 
And fickle as a changeful dream; 
Fantastic as a woman's mood, 
And fierce aa Frenzy's fever'd blood. 
Hou many-headed monster- thing, 
who would wish to be thy kingi 

Soott: Lads "f *^ Lake. 

Solitude, Ketlrement; see flodety. 

Wisdom's self 
Oft seeks to sweet retirM solitude; 
Where, with her best nurse. Contemplation, 
She plumes her feathers, and lets grow her wings, 
Hat in the various bustle of resort 
Were all too ruCBed, and sometimes impair'd. 

Milton: Oomua. 

Remote from man, with Gkd he passed the days. 
Prayer all his business, all his pleasure praise. 

Pornell; Hermit. 
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The Bilent heart which grief assaila. 
Treads soft and lonesome o'er the vales. 
Sees daisies open, rivers run. 
And seeks, as I hare vainly done. 
Amusing thought; but learns to know 
That solitude's the nurse of woe. 

Pamell: S^mn to Contentment. 

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown, 

Thus unlamented let me die; 
Steal from the world, and not a stone 

Tell where I lie. 

Pope: Ode on Solitude. 

No eje to watch, and no tongue to wound us. 
All earth forgot, and all heaven around us. 

Uoore: Come o'er the Bea. 

An elegant sufficiency, content, 
Ketirement, rural quiet, friendship, books, 
Ease and alternate labor, useful life. 
Progressive virtue, and approving heaven! 

Thornton: Beaeona. Spring. 

O! lost to virtue, lost to manly thought. 
Lost to the noble sallies of the soull 
Who think it solitude to be alone. 

Yoimg: Sight Thought!. 

O sacred solitude! divine retreat! 
Choice of the prudentl envy of the great! 
By thy pure stream, or in thy waving shade. 
We court fair Wisdom, that celestial maid. 

roMTiji'.- Love of Fame. 
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O for a lodge in aome vast wildemese. 
Some boundleas contiguity of shade. 
Where mmor of opprewion and deceit, 
Of unaucoeBBful or Bucoessful war, 
Slight never reach me more. 

Coteper; Tiuk. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife, 
Their sober wishes never learned to stray; 

Along tbe cool sequestered vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenor of tbeir way. 

Cray.- Elegy Written in a Country Churohf/ard. 

— That inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude. 

Wordauiorth: I Wandered Lonely. 

If from Bocietf we learn to live, 
'Tis solitude should teach us how to die; 
It hath no flatterers; vanity can give 
No hollow aid; alone, man with his God raust strive. 
Byron: Childe Earold. 



There is a pleasnie in the pathless woods, 

There is a rapture on the lonely shore. 

There is society where none intrudes, 

By the deep sea, and music in its roar; 

I love not man the less, hut nature more, 

From these our interviews, in which I steal 

From all I may be, or have been before, 

To mln^e with tbe universe, and feel 

What I can ne'er ejcpresa, yet cannot all conceal. 

Byron; Childe Harold. 
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To Bit cm Kwke, to mnM o'er flood and fell. 

To hIowI; trace the foresf a ah^J scene, 

Wliere things that own not man's dominion dwell, 

And mortal foot halh ne'er, or rarely been; 

To climb the tTaokleas mountain all nnaeen ; 

With the wild flock that never needs a fold: 

Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean; 

This is not solitude; 'tis but to hold 

Converse with nature's charmH, and view her stores 

unroU'd. . . . 
But midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men. 
To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess. 
And roam along, the world's tired denizen. 
With none who bless us, none whom we can bless: 
Hinions of splendor shrinking from distressl 
None that, with kindred oonsciousness endued. 
If we were not, would seem to smile the less, 
Of all that flatter'd, follow'd, sought and sued; 
This is to be alone; this, this is solitude! 

Byron: CKilde Harold. 



If the chosen soul could never be alone. 
In deep mid-silence, open-doored to God, 
No greatness ever had been dreamed or done; 
Among dnll hearts a prophet never grew; 
The nurse of full-grown souls is solitude. 

Lovielh 



What matter if I stand abneT 
I wait with joy the coming years; 
My heart shall reap where it hath sown. 
And gamer up its fruit of tears. 

JoAn Bvrrougkf: Waiting. 
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Sorrow; tee Affliction, Orief, and Heluiolioly. 

Give Borrow words : the grief that does not speak 
VThispers the o'etfraught heart, and bids it break. 

Shaketpeare: Macbeth. 

Alaal I have not words to tell my grief; 
To vent mj sorrow would be some relief; 
Light aufferinga give na leisure to complain; 
We groan, but cannot speak, in greater pain. 

Dryden; PaUmnm and Aroite. 

Sorrow pr^a uptm 
Its solitude, and nothing more diverts it 
I^m its sad visions of ttie other world 
Than calling it at moments back to tkis; 
The busy have no Ume for tears. 

Byron: Two Potoari, 

Never morning wore 
To evening, but some heart did break. 

Tennyson: In Memorian. 

But 01 for tbe touch of a vaniah'd hand. 
And the sound of a voitie that is still t 

Tennyson: Break, Break, Break. 

There is no flock, however watched and tended. 

But one dead lamb ia there I 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended, 

But has one vacant chair. 

Longfetloto: JZemynafiOM. 

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary; 
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The vine still clings to the moldering wall. 
But at every guat the dead leaves fall, 
And the day is dark and dreary. 

tSy life fa cold, and dark, and dreaiy; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary; 
Mj thoughts still cling to the moldering Past, 
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast. 

And the days are dark and dreary. 

Longfellom: TM Rainy Day. 



Sonli aee Futurity and Immortality- 
He had kept 
Hie wiiitetiess of bis soul, and thus men o'er him 

Byron: Ohilde Harold. 

Let there he many vrindows in your soul. 
That all tite glory of the universe 
May beautify it. Not the narrow pane 
Of one poor creed can catch the radiant rays 
That shine from countless sources. 

Aiumymmu. 

What ye lift upon the bier 
Is not worth a wistful tear. 
Tis an empty sea-shell, — one 
Out of which the pearl is gone; 
The shell is broken, it lies there; 
The pearl, the all, the soul, is here. 
Tis an earthen jar, whose lid 
Allah sealed, the while it hid 
That treasure of his treasury, 
A mind that loved him; let it liel 
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Let ttie shard be earth's onee more. 
Since the gold ahinea in his itorel 

EiiDin Arnold: After Deatk m Arabia. 

Our eohoes roll from soul to houI, 
And grow for erer and for ever. 

Teimgmm: The Bugle Song. 

Let OB ery, " All good things 

Are cnuB, nor eonl helpa Se«h more, now, than flesh 
belpa soul I " 

BroiB1ti*g: BaWn Ben Eera. 

Thj hodj at Its beat, — 

How far can that project thj soul on its lone way I 
Browning : Babbi Ben Eera. 

Wander at will. 

Day af t«r day, — 

Wander away. 
Wandering still — 
Soul that CMist soar I 

Body may sliunber: 

Body shall cumber 
8oul-ffight no more. 

Browning: ta Saiaia^ 

Silence and solitode, the soul's best friends. 

Longfellow: Mi<Aaet Angela. 

It Is the Soul's prerogative, its tats. 
To shape the outward to its own estate. 
If right itself, then, all aronnd is well; 
If wrong, it makes of all without a belL 
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So mnltiplieB the Soul its jc^s or pain, 
Qives out itself, itaelf takes bock again. 
Transformed bj thee, the world bath but one face. 
B, H, Dana: Thoughts on the Saul. 

flpeech, Lan^na^, Wordi; see Thought. 

— Where Nature's end ol language is declin'd. 
And men talk only to conceal the mind. 

Toung: Love of Fame. 

Rude am I in m; speech 
And little bleas'd witii the soft phrase of peaoe. 

Shakespeare: OtheUo. 

Apt worda have power to 'suage 
The tumors of a troubled mind ; 
And are aa balm to feater'd wounds. 

Miltwi! Samson AgonUtes, 

Speech is the golden harvest that followeth tiie 
flowering of thought. 

Tupper: Proverbial PMloBophy. 

Speech is but broken light upon the depth 
Of the nnHpoken; even your loved words 
Float in the larger meaning of your voice 
As aomething dimmer. 

Oeorge Eliot: Spanish Ogpsy. 

My words are only words, and moved 
Upon the topmoet froth of thought. 

Tennyson: In Memoriatn. 

Fit language there is none 
For ihe heart's deepest things. 

Lowell: Legend of Brillat^. 
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Id that soft Beaeon, when descending flhow'rs 
Call forth the greens, and wake the rising flow^a; 
When opening buds salute the welcome daj, 
And earth relenting feels the genial laj. 

Pope: Temple of Fame, 

Mighty nature bounds as from her birth. 
The sun is in the heavens, and life on earth; 
Flowers in the valley, splendor in Uie beam, 
Health on the gale, and freabueHS in the stream. 

Byron: Lara. 

In tbe spring a fuller crimson comes npon the 
robin's breast; 

In the spring the wanton lapwing gets himself an- 
other crest; 

In the spring a livelier iris changes on the bur- 
niah'd dove; 

In the spring a young man's fancy lightly turns to 
thoughts of love. 

Tennyson; Loekaley Ball. 

Is not the Uay-time now on earth. 

When close against the city wall 
The folks are singing in their mirth. 

While on their heads the May flowers fall t 

William MoTtit: Life and Death of Jaa<m._ 

The breath of Spring-time at this twilight hour 
Ckimea through the gathering gloqms, 
And bears the stolen sweets of many a flower 
Into my silent rooms. 

Byron: Man Evening. 
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Spring ia etrong and viiiuoUH, 
Broad-sowiiig, cheerful, plenteous. 
Quickening imderneath the mold 
Grains bejond the price ol gold. 
So deep and large her bounties are. 
That one broad, long midsummer day 
Shall to the planet overpay 
The ravage of a year ol war. 

Emeraon: May-Dan. 

Stoim, Tempeit; see Quiet and leaoe. 

The southern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purposea; 
And, by his hollow whistling in the leaves. 
Foretells a tempest and a. blustering day. 

Bhakeapeare: 1 Eenry IV. 

We often see, against some storm, 
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 
The bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death. Bttaketpeare : Hamlet. 

Far along 
From peak to peak, the rattling crags among 
Leaps the live thunderl Not from one lone cloud. 
But every mountain now hath found a tongue. 
And Jura answers, through her misty shroud. 
Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud. 

Byron: Childe Harold. 

There is war in the skies I 
Lo! the black-winged legions of tempest arise 
O'er those sharp splinter'd rocks that are gleaming 

In the soft light, so fair and eo fatal, as though 
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Some serapti bum'd throu^ them, tlie Uiuiidertiolt 

aearohing 
Which the black cloud vnbosom'd just now. 

Oumi Meredith: Luoile, 

Tb« clouds ate scudding bctohs tfae moon, 

A misty li^t is od the sea; 
The wind in the shrouds has a wintry tune. 

And Om foam is fiying free. 

Bagard Taylor: Storm Bong. 

Who shall face 
The blast that wakes the fury of the seat . . . 

The vast hulks 
Are whirled like chaff upon the waves; the sails 
Fly, rent like webs of gOBSamer; the masts 
Are snapped asunder. 

.Bryant.' Eymn of the Sea. 



What roar is that! — 'tis the rain that breaks 

In torrents awaj' from the air; lakes. 

Heavily poured on the shuddering ground. 

And shedding a namelees horror round. 

Ah[ well-known woods, and mountains, and aldeSj 

With the very clouds I — ye are lost to my eyes. 

I seek ye vainly, and see in your place 

Hie shadowy tempest that sweeps through space. 

Bryant: The Hurricane. 

Suoeeisj ese Action, Applause, Pane, and Opportonity. 
Tia not in mortals to command success; 
But we'll do more, Sempronius — well deserve it. 

Addison: Cato. 
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Life lives only in miMeM. 

Bayard Taplor: Anrmi'a ytjioiing. 

What Uiough Huooeas will not attend on all T 
WIio bntvelf dares must scnnetimes riik a fall. 

BmoOett: Advioe. 

One thing is forerar good; 
Hut one thing is Success. 

EmemM: Fate, 

Attempt the end, and nerer stand to doubt; 
Hotiiing's ao hard, but seardi will Bnd it out. 

Berrieh. 

The man who oonsecrates his hours 
Bjr rig'rous effort, and an honest aim. 
At once he draws the iting of life and deatii; 
He walks wiUk nature ; and her paths are peace. 

Young: Night Tliougkts. 

Glorious it is to wear the crown 

Of a deserred and pure success; — 
He who knows how to fail has won 

A crown whose luster is not less. 

Adelaide A. Proeter. 

Bvielde; *ee Coarse atwl Death. 

Fool, I mean not 
That poor-BOuled piece of heroism, self-slau^ter; 
Oh, no! the miserablest day we live 
There's many a better tiling to do than die! 

Darley: BtheUtan. 
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Oh I that this too, too solid fieih vould melt. 
Thaw, and diuolre itself into a dew! 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
Hia canon 'gainst self -slaughter t 

Bhaketpeare : Bamkt, 

—He 
That kills himself to avoid misery, fears it; 
And at the best shows but a bastard valor. 

Uasiinger: Maid of EoHOr. 

Out time is flx'd! and all our days are number'd! 
Bow long, how abort, we know not: this we know, 
Dut; requires we calmlf wait the Bummous, 
Nor dare to stir till heaven shall give permission. 
Stair ; Grove. 

To run away 
From this world's ills, that, at the very worst. 
Will soon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourselves 
By boldly venturing on a world unknown, 
And plunging headlong in the dark! — 'tis madl 
No frenzy half so desperate as this. 

BI<rir: Grave. 



From bri^fning fields of ether fair disclas'd 

Child of the sun, refulgent Summer comes. 

In pride of youth, and felt throng nature's depUi ; 

Be comes attended by tho sultry hours. 

And ever-fanning breezes, on hia way: 

While, from his ardent look, the turning Spring 

Avert* her blushful face; and earth and skies. 

All-smiling, to Ua hot dominion leaves. 

Thomttm: Beatong. Bummer. 
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The air of summer was sweeter than wine. 

LongfeUow: Tales of a Wagside Inn. 

It is a. sultry day; the sun has druok 
The dew that lay upon the morning grass; 
There is no rustling in the lof^ elm 
That oanopiefl my dwelling, and its shade 
Scarce coola me. All is silent, save the faint 
And interrupted murmur of the bee. 
Settling on the aick flowers, and then again 
InstanUy on the wing. 

Bryant : Summer Wind. 

Sympathy; tee Kladneu and Brotherhood. 

Like will to like; each creature loves hia kind. 

Herriok. 

Thou hast given me, in this beauteous face, 
A world of eartlily blessings b> my soul. 
If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

Shakespeare: S ffenry VI. 

There's nought in this bad world like sympathy: 
"Tis so becoming to the soul and face — 
Sets to soft music the harmonious sigh. 

Byron: D<m Jitan. 

Out hearts, my love, were form'd to be 
The genuine twins of sympafiy. 
They live witii one sensation: 
In joy or grief, but most in love. 
Like chords in unison they move, 
And dirilt with like vibration. 

Moore: Sympathy. 
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No one ia so accursed by fate. 
No one so utterly deMUt«, 
But some heart, though unknowD, 
Beiponds unto hia own. 

LongftUtne: Snd]/mion. 

Something the heart miut Iiave to cherish, 
Muat love, and ji^, and sorrow learn; 
Sometiiing with paesion clasp, or perish. 
And in itself to axAan burn. 

LongfeOov). 

Whom tike heart of man shuta out. 
Sometimes the heart of Qod takes in. 
And fences them all round about 
With silence 'mid Uie world's loud din. 

Lowell: The Forlorn. 

Tempennoe, Abitlnence, SeU-ControL 
Brave conquerors! for so you are. 
That war against your own affections. 
And the huge army of the world's desires. 

Bhakeepeare: Lov^t Labor 't Loat. 

A surfeit of the sweetest things 
He deepest loathing to the stomach brings. 

Bhaketpeivre: Uidtummer Ifight't Dream. 

Temp'rate in every place, — abroad, at home. 
Thence will applause, and hence will profit come; 
And health from either — he in time prepares 
For sickness, age, and their attendant cares. 

Orahhe: The Borough. 
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If tbon well obeervo 
The rule of " Not too much," hy temperuioe tanglit 
In what thou eat'at and drink'Bt, seeking from 

Doe nourishment, not gluttonous delight. 

Till many years over thy head return; 

So mayst tiiou live, till, like ripe fruit, thou dn^ 

Into thy mother's Up, or he with ease 

Gather'd, not harshly pluck'd, for death mature. 

Milton: ParadUe Loat. 



Impostor! do not charge most Innocent Na.ture 
Aa if she would her children should be riotous 
With her abundance. She, good cateress, 
Heans her provision only to the good, 
TliBt live according to her sober lavra. 
And holy dictate of spare Temperance. 

Milton: Comu». 



Self-reverence, aelf-knowledge, aelf-control. 
These three alone lead life to sovereign power. 

rennjff on; -Enont. 

lenderneBB, Gentleness; tee Xindness and Flty. 

How sometimes nature will betray its folly. 
Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To hwder bosoms! 

Shakespeare: Winter't Tale, 

What would you have? Your gentleness shall force 
Uore than yont force move us to gentleness. 

Bkakespeare: As You Li&e It. 
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With what a graceful tendemeBt be loves I 
And breftthes the softest, the sincerest rowst 
Complacent^, and troth, and raanly sneetneas. 
Dwell ever on his tongue, and smooth hia thoughta. 
Addison: Oato. 

Take her up tenderly. 
Lift her with care; 
Fsshioned so slenderly, 
Toung; and so fair ! 

Sood: Bridge of Bight. 

Higher than the perfect song 

For which lore longeth. 
Is the tender fear of wrong, 

That never wrougeth. 

Bayard Taylor; Improvitatiotta. 

Thonglit; tee Kind, Xnowte^e, and Wisdom, 

Our tbou^ts are ours, their ends none of our own. 
Bliokeapeare: Bamlet. 

Guard well thy thougbtj our thoughts are heard in 
heaven. 

Young: Night Thought; 

For just experience tells in every soil, 
That those who think must govern those who toil. 
Qoldamitk: Traveller. 

The ground 
Of all great thon^ts is aadnesi. 

Bailey: Feetue. 
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One thou^t 
Settles a life, ui immOTtalit;. 

Bailey: Fettvs. 

The value of a thought caunot be told. 

Bailey: Peatui. 

Sound sleep by nif^t; stud}' and ease 
Together mixt, sweet recreation, 
And innocence, which most doth please 
With meditation. 

Pope: Solitude. 



Bright-eyed Fanoy, horering o'er. 
Scatters from her pictured urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 
Orag: Progress of F 

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sod thoughts to the mind. 

Wordaworth: lAnea Written in Early 8p 



"Old frailtiea then recurred: — but lofty thou^t. 
In act embodied, my deliverance wrought" 

Wordsioorth. 

No great Hinker ever lived and taught you 
All the wonder that hia soul received. 

Adelaide A. Procter. 
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. . . Thou^U eablime th&t pierce the night like 

■Un, 
And witii their mild penlstence urge mut'a seardi 
To TuUr isaitea. 

Oeorge Eliot. 

It flowi througfa old htuh'd Egypt and its sondi. 
Like lome grave mighty thought tliTeading a 
dream. 

Leigh Evnt.- The Nile. 

Thoughts hSTdly to be packed 
Into a narrow act. 

Btwoning. 

— Hie tlioughts that shake mankind. 

Tewtyiott: Lodk»ley EalL 

— 'Aa when a great tbouf^t stiikeg along the brain. 
And flushes all the cheek. 

Tennyton: A Dream of Faw "Wamen, 

Thouf^t leapt out to wed with Thou^t 
Ere Thought could wed itself with Speech. 

Tennyson; In Uemoriam. 

Tet I doubt not through the ages one increasing 

purpose runs. 
And the thoughts of men are widened with the 

process of the suns. 

Tennyson.- Lockileg Batt. 

Thou^ts, like a lond and sudden rush of wings, 
Itegrets and recoHectiona of things past. 
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With hiuU and prophecies of tbinga to be. 
And inspirationa, which, could they be things. 
And atiy with us, and we could hold them fast. 
Were our good angela, — these I owe to thee. 

Longfellow : Tvm Riven. 

Hf^ tJkoughta and noble in all landa 
Help me. My soul is fed by such; . 
But ab, tibe touch of lips and hands. 
The buman touch. 

Biehmrd Burton. 

O let the soul stand in the open door 

Of life and deaUi and Icnowledge and deaire ! . . . 

Then shall the soul return to rest no more. 

Nor harvest dreams in the dark field of sleep — 

Rather the soul shall go with great resolve 

To dwell at last upon the shining mountains 

In liberal converse with the eternal stars. 

George Oabot Lodge: Beraktes. 

lime. Tears; see Fntnxitj, The Past, and The Present. 
Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore. 
So do our minutes hasten to their end; 
Each changing place with that wbidi goes before, 
In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 

Bltaketpemre : Bonnett, 

Time doth transfix the flourish set oo youth. 
And delves the parallels in beau'^s brow. 
Feeds on the rarities of nature's troth, 
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow. 

Shakespeare: Bonnets. 
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Time wuted is esiatence; v»ed, is life. 

Young: Sight Thought*. 

We see Time's furrowe on anothet'a brow. 
And death intrencb'd, preparing bis assault; 
How few themselves in that just mirror see I 

Toung: Sight Thoughts, 

Time conquers all, and we roust Time obey. 

Pope: PattoraU. Wittier. 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, 

Old time ia still a-flying; 
And this same flower that smllee to-day. 

To-morrow will be dying. 

— I, the heir of all die ages, in the foremost flies of 
Tenngton: Locksleg Ball. 

Here about the beach I wander'd, nouriahing a youth 

sublime 
With the fairy tales of science, and the long result 

of Time; 
When the centuries behind me like a fruitful laud 

reposed; 
When I clung to all the present for Qie promise that 

it closed; 
When I dipt into the future far as human eye could 

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder 
that would be. 

Tennyson.- Looktleg SaU. 
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Who faUHHOs Tim«, bejond tbe Jim boiiam 
That bound* Etorni^T 

Janes E. Wett. 



The far-off Yesterday of power 

Creeps back with stealthy feet. 
Invades the lordship of the hour, 
And at OUT banquet takes the unbidden seat. 

Baj/ard Taylor: The National Ode. 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting, 
And our hearts, though stout and brave. 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

LongfeUow: PsaXm of Life, 

Dau^t«TS of Time, the hypocritic Days, 
MulDed and dumb like barefoot dervishes. 
And marching single in an endless file. . . . 
To each they offer gifts after his will. 
Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them alt. 
Emerson; Days. 



I, Traitor; see Loyalty and Patriotism. 

Treason is not own'd when 'tis descried; 
Snceessful crimes alone are justifled. 

Dryden: MeddU. 

Is there not some chosen curse, 
Some hidden tiiunder in the stores of heaven. 
Red with uncommon wrath, to blast the man 
Who owes his greatness to his country's ruinf 

Addisoit: Oato. 
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Tratli; lee Honor, Eonutr, Bixoerity, and T««i. 

O, while jon live, tell truth, and shame tha devil. 

Shakespeare: 1 Henty IV. 

Iliie, Above sll, to thine own self be true; 
And it most follow, oa the night the day. 
Thou cMUt not then be false to any man. 

8hake»peare: Hamlet. 

Errors like straws upon the surface flow. 

He who would search for pearla must dive below. 

Dryden. 

Truth has such a face and such a mien. 
As to be lov'd needs only to be seen. 

Dryden: Hind and Panther. 



Without good breeding, truth ia disapproy'd ; 
Thftt only nutkes superior sense belor'd. 

Pope: Essay on Critioism. 

Dare to be true. Nothing can need a lie; 

A fault, which needa it most, grows two thereby. 

Herbert: Temple. 

He is the freeman «4iom the truth makes free, 
And all are slaves beside. 

Cotoper: Task. 

Truth is eternal, and the Son of Heavm, 
Bright effluence of th' immortal ri^. 
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Chief cherub, uid chief lamp, of that high aocred 

Seven, 
Which guard the throne by nighty and are it* light 

1^ day; 
First of Qod's darling attributea. 

Bvjift. 

No words suffice the secret soul to show 
And truth denies all eloquence to woe. 

Byron: Oonair, 

Tis strange, Init true, for trutti is always strange; 
Btranger than fiction; if it could be told. 
How much would novels gain bj the exchange ! 
How differently the world would men behnldl 
How oft would vice and virtue places change: 
The new world would be nothing to the old. 
If some ColumbuB of the moral seas 
Would show mankind their soul's antipodes. 

Byron: Don Jwtn, 

Beauty is truth, truth beauty, — that is all 
Te know on earth, and all ye need to know. 

Keats: Ode on a Grecian Urn, 

Truth is within ourselves . . . 
There is an inmost center in us all, 
Where Truth abides in fullness. 

Brotening. 

Weakneee never needs be falseness: truth is truth 

in each degree 
Thunderpealed by God to Nature, whispered hy my 

Browning: La Baitiag. 



DigniodD, Google 



280 The Handbook of Quotatiom 

The winged shafts of trutb. 



Truth forever on the acaffold. Wrong forever on the 
throne. 

Loicell: Preaeat Criiis. 

Truth ie one; 
And, in all lands beneath the sun, 
Whoso hath eyes to see ma^ see 
The tokens of its unit?. 

Whittier: Miriam, 

Truth crushed to earth shall rise again: 
The eternal years of God are hers; 
But Error, wounded, writhes with pain. 
And dies among his worshipers. 

Bryant: The Battle-FitM. 

Tlrtne; aee Ooodneii and Htoor. 
I held it ever. 
Virtue and knowledge were endowments greater 
Than nobleuesB and riches; careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend; 
But immortality attefds the former. 
Making man a god. 

Shakespeare: Perielea. 

Enow then this truth, (enough for man to know,> 
Virtue alone is happiness helow. 

Pope: Essay on Man. 

Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 
'TIS virtue makes the bliss, where'er we dwell. 

OoUini: Oriental Eclogues, 
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Virtue she flnda too painful on endeavor, 
Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 

Pope: Moral Eataj/t. 

Sometimes virtue fltarves while vice ia fed. 
What tbval la tlie reward of virtue breadi 

Pope : Essay on Man. 

Count all th' advantage prosperous Vice attains. 
Tie but what Virtue flies from and diadainB; 
And grant the bad what bappineas they would, 
One tluy must want — which is, to pass for good. 
Pope: Essay on Man, 

Virtue, not rolling suns, tiie mind matures. 
That life is long, which answers life's great end. 
The time that bears no fruit, deserves no name; 
Tbe man of wisdom is the msn of jears. 

Young: Night Thoughla, 

What, what Is virtue, but repose of mind, 
A pure ethereal calm, that knows no storm; 
Above the reach of wild Ambition's wind. 
Above those passions that Utis world deform, 
And torture man. 

Thomson: Cattle of Indolence. 

Tows; see Truth, Loyalty, and Constancy. 

'TIS not the many oatAs that make the trutli ; 
But the plain single vow, that is vow'd true. 

Shakespeare: All's Well That Ends Well. 

To keep that oath were more impiety 

Than JephQia'a, when he sacrific'd his daughter. 

Shakespeare .- S Henrg VI. 
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It is great sin to swear unto a ein; 
But greater sin, to keep a sinfol oath. 

Skaketpeare: t Bmry VI. 

War, Bftttle, Boldlen, Tlotorr; tee Peaoe. 
To toy shame, I see 
The ImmineDt death of twenty thousand men. 
That, for a fantasy and trick of fame, 
Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause. 
Which is not tomb enoii{^, and continent. 
To hide the slain. 

Bhaketpeare: Hamlet. 

War, he sung, is toil and trouble; 
Honor, but an empty bubble; 
Never ending, still beginning, 
Fighting still, and still destroying. 

Dryden: Aleaumder'a Featl. 

A thousand glorious actions, that mif^t claim 
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame, 
Confus'd in crowds of glorious actions lie. 
And troops of heroes undistinguish'd die. 

Addiaon: Campaign. 

Wart that in a moment 
Lay'st waste the noblest part of the creation. 
The boast and masterpiece of the great Maker, 
That wears in vain th' impression of his im^ge. 
Unprivileged from theet 

Rowe: Tamerlane. 

One to destroy, is murder by the law, 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 



DigniodD, Google 



The Handbook of Quotations 288 

To mutder thotuanda takes a apecloua name. 
War's glorioiu art, and gives immortal fame. 

Toung: Love of Fame, 



Then more fierce 
The conflict grew; tiie din of arms, the yell 
Of sarage rage, the shriek of agoii;. 
The groan of deatii, commingled in one sound 
Of undlstingaiBh'd horrors. 

Southey: Modoc. 

Theirs not to make reply. 
Theirs not to reason why, 
llielrs but to do and die. 
Teimyton: Charge of the Light Brigade. 

No war, or hattle'a sound. 
Was heard the world around. 
Hilton: Hymn on the Morning of Chriit'e 

Nattvitj/. 

Ez fer war, I call it murder, — 
There you her it plain an' flat; 
I don't want to go no furder 
Than my Testyment fer that. 

Loteett: Biglow Papen. 

Am man may, he fought hia fight. 
Proved his truth by his endeavor; 

Let him sleep in solemn night, 
Sleep for awr and for ever. 

Bokvr: Dirge for a Soldier. 
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Wealth; tee Tvnrtj. 

If thou art rid), thou art poor; 
For, like an ua, whose back with ingota bowf, 
Thou bearest thy heavy licfaea but a journey, 
And death unloads thee. 

Shaketpeare: Meature for Mtatvre. 

To whom can riches give repute or trust, 
CtaiteDt or pleasure, but the good and juatT 
Judges and seDstes have been bought for gold. 
Esteem and love wen never to be sold. 

Pope: E»»ag on Vom. 

Wealth in the gross is death, hat life diffus'd; 
As poison heals, in just proportion us'd. 

Pope: Moral EMtaj/t. 

To purchase heaven, has gold the power T 
Can gold remove the mortal hourT 
In life, can love be bought with goldT 
Are friendship's pleasures to he soldT 
No; all that's worth a wish — a thouj^t — 
Fair virtue gives unbrib'd, unbought; 
Cease, then, on trash thy hopes to hind, 
Let nobler views engage thy mind. 

Dr. Johneott: To a Friend 

Can gold cabn passion, or make reason shine T 
Can we dig peace, or wisdom, from the niineT 
Wisdom to gold prefer; for 'tis much less 
To make our fortune, than our happiness. 

Young: Love of Fame. 

These grains of gold are not grains of ^eatt 
These bars of silver tfaou canst not eat; 
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These jewels and pearls and precious stones 
Cannot cure the aches in thy bones, 
Nor keep the feet of death one hour 
Frma dimbilig the staimaf a at thy tower. 

Longfellow: Talet of a Wayiide Itm. 

WeleoBc; lee Home. 

Sir, you are \trj welcome to our house. 
It must appear in other wajs th&n words, 
Tlierefore, I scant this breathing courtesy. 

Shakespeare: Merahant of Teniae. 

Unbidden guesta 
Are often welcomest when they are gone. 

Shaketpeate: 1 Henry VI. 

Wslcomo ever smiles. 
And Farewell goes out sighing. 

Bh^etpeare: Troihu and Oretaida. 

And kind the Toioe sAd glad the eyes 
That welcome my return at night. 

Bryant: Hunter of the Prairies. 

The atmosphere 
Breathes rest and comfort, and the many chambers 
Seem full of welcomes. 

Longfellow: Maague of Pandora. 

Every house was an inn, where all were welcomed 

and feasted; . . . 
All things were held in common, and what one had, 

was another's. 

Longfellow: Evangeline. 
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winter. 

S«e, Winter comei to rule the varied year. 
Sullen and aad, with all his riaing train, 
Vapori, and clouds, and storma. 

Tkomaon: Beatoiu. Winter. 

I orown thee king of intimate delights, 
Fireside enjofments, home-bora happiness. 
And all the comforts that the lowly roof 
Of undisturb'd retirement, and the hours 
Of long, uninterrupted erening, know. 

Oov>per: Taak. 



All nature feela the renovating force 
Of winter, only to the thoughtless eye 
In ruin seen. The trosi-oontraeted glebe 
Draws in abundant vegetable soul, 
And gatbers vigor for the coming year. 
A stronger glow sits on tiie lively cheek 
Of ruddy fire; and luculent along 
The purer rivers flow: their sullen deepi. 
Transparent, open to the shepherd's gaze 
And murmur hoarser at the fixing frost. 

Thomson: Seasons. Winter. 



But Winter has yet brighter scenes — be boasts 
Bplendors beyond what gorgeous Summer knowi. 
Or Autumn with his many fruits, and woods 
AH flushed with many hues. Come when the nuns 
Have glazed the snow and clothed the trees wiUi ice, 
While the slant sun of February pours 
Into the bowers a flood of light. Approach! 
The incrusted surface shall upbear thy steps. 
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And the brood arching portals of the grove 
Welcome thj ent«riDg. 

Bryant: A Winttr Piece. 

Wisdom, Pbiloiophy; »ee Seaton and Tbonght 
Witdom, a nanM to shalce 
All evil diwaniB ot power. 

Tennyson; The Poet. 

How charming is divine Philosophjt 

Not harBfa and crabbed, as dull fools suppose. 

But musical as is Apollo's lute. 

And a perpetual feast of nectar'd sweets. 

Where no crude surfeit reigns. 

Milton: Comu*. 

Let time that makes you homely, make you sage. 
The sphere of wisdom is the sphere of age. 

Pamell. 

What is it to be wise T 
TIb but to know how little can be known; 
To see all others' faults, and feel your own. 

Pope: Esaay on Man. 

True wisdom, laboring to expound, heareth others 

readily; 
False wisdom, sturdy to deny, closeth up her mind 

to argimient. 

Tupper: Proverbial Pliilotoph}/. 

Sublime Philaeophyl 
Thou art the patriarch's ladder, reaching heaven. 
And bright with beckoning angels; but, alasl 
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We nee thee, like the patriarch, but in dre&ms, 
By the first step, dull Blumbering oa the earth. 

Bvboer-Lfftton: Rich^Uew. 



Wisdom and Cioodness are twin-bom, one heart 
Must bold both aisterB, never seen apart. 

Cowper: Eapoitulation. 

The clouds may drop down titles and estates; 
Wealth maf seek ua; but wisdom must be sought; 
Bought before all; (but how unlike all else 
We seek on earth ! ) 'tis never sought in vain. 

Toung: Night Thovghts. 

What were the wise man's plant — 
Through this sharp, toil-set life. 
To work as best he can, 
And win what's won by strife. 

Matthew A.mold: Empedoalet on Etna, 

The stream from Wisdom's well. 
Which God supplies, is inexhaustible. 

Bayard Taylor: Wisdom of All. 

Wit; see Klrth and laughter. 

Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit; 
By and by it will strike. 

Shaketpeare: Tempett. 

Wit is the loadstar of each human thought. 
Wit IB the tool bj which all things are vrrought. 

Greene: From Aloida. 
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Alt wit does but divert men from, the road 
In which things vulgarly are understood. 
And force Mistake and Ignoranoe to own 
A better senee than commonlj is known. 

Butler. 

Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profuse. 
Want as much more to turn it to its use; 
For wit and judgment oft«Q are at strife, 
Though meant each otber's aid, like man and wife. 

Pope: Essay on Criticiam. 

True wit is nature to advantage dress'd. 
What oft was tiiought, but ne'er so well ezpress'd, 
Sometbing whose truth, convinc'd ct sight, we find. 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 

Pope: Eetay on Criticiam. 

Woman, Womanhood, Womankind; aee Motker. 
She's beautiful; and therefore to be wooed: 
She ia a womaa; therefore to be won. 

Shakegpeare : 1 Henry VI. 

Woman! thou loveliest gift that here below 
Man can receive, or Providence bestow. 

Praed: Woman. 

Yet when I approach 
Her loveliness, so absolute ahe seems. 
And in herself complete; so well to know 
Her own, that what she wills to do or say, 

Seems wisest) virtuouaest, discreet«st, beat 

Milton: Paradise Loaf. 



DigniodD, Google 



240 The Handbook of Qnotationa 

O fairest of creation I last and beat 
Of all God's works I creature in whom excell'd 
Whatever on to sigtit or thou^t be form'd 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or sweetl 

Milton: Paradise Lost. 

Nothing lovelier can be found 
In woman, than to study household good, 
And good works in bar husband to promote. 

Milton: Paradise Lost. 

Auld nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, 0; 
Her 'prentice han' she tried on man, 
And then she made the lasses, O. 

Bums: Oreen Qroto the Rashes. 

Oh, woman! in our hours of ease. 
Uncertain, C07, and hard to please, 
And variable as the shade 
By the light quivering aspen made; 
When pain and anguish wring the brow, 
A ministering angel thou I 

8eott: Jformion. 

O woman I whose form and whose aoul 
Are the spell and the light of each path we pursue; 
Whether sunn'd in the tropics, or chill'd at the pole, 
If woman be there, there is happiness too. 

Moore. 

Seek to be good, but aim not to be great, 
A woman's noblest station is retreat; 
Her fairest virtues fij from public si^t. 

Lytlelton: Adviee to a Lady. 
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Lies in the fullneas of her womanhood: 
Therein alone she ia royal. 

George EUat: Armgart. 

— A daughter of the gods, divinelj tftll, 
And most divinely fair. 

Tennyson: A Dream of Fair Women. 



Love be tme to her; Life be dear to her; 
Health stay close to her; Joy draw near to her. 

Mary Elucaheth BUike. 

A noble type of good 
Heroic womanhood. 

Longfeilow: Santa Fiiomena, 

When ahe had pasaed, it aeemed like the ceasing of 
exquisite muaic. 

LongfelUno: Evangelv^e. 

Aa pure and aweet, her fair brow aeemed 

Eternal as the sky: 

And like the brooIc'B low song, her voice, — 

A sound which could not die. . . . 

Sweet promptings unto kindest deeds 

Were in her very look; 

We read her face, aa one who reads 

A true and holy book. 

Whittier: Gone. 

The woman's cause ig man's: they rise or sink 
Together, dwarf 'd or godlike, bond or free: . . . 
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If Bhe be small, alight-natured, miserkble. 
How shall men growT . . . 

— We will let her make herself her own 
To give or. keep, to live and learn and be 
All tluit ndt hanns distinctive womanhood. 
Fbr woman ia not undevelopt man. 
But diverse: could we make her as the man, 
Bweet Love were slain: hia dearest bond is this. 
Not like to like, but like in difference. 
Yet in the long years liker must they grow; 
The man be more of woman, she of man; . . . 
Tilt at the last she set herself to man. 
Like perfect music unto noble words; 
And so these twain, upon tlie skirts of Time, 
Sit side by side, full-summ'd in all their 

powers, . . . 
Distinct in individualitjes. 
But like each other ev'n as those who love. 

Temnyton: The Prinoeat. 

Work; <ee Action and labor. 

We live not to ourselves, our work is life. 

Bailey: Fft**. 

Work is my recreation. 
The play of faculty; a delif^t like that 
Whidi a bird feels in flying, or a flab 
In darting throu^ the water, — 
Nothing mors. 

Longfellow: Jfiohoel Angeta. 

All service Is tlte same with God — 

With God, whose puppets, best and worst, 

Are we : there ia no last nor first. 

Brovmmg: Pippa Pomb*. 
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No man is bom into the world whose work 
Is not born with him. There is alwa,jB work. 

Lovsell: A Blance Behind the Curtain. 

Belored, let us love bo well, 
Our work shall stOl be better for our love, 
And still our love be eweeter for our work. 
And both, commended, for the sake of each, 
B7 all true workers and true lovers bom. 

Eliaabeth B. Brouming: Aurora Leigh. 

World; see Sooletjr. 

You have t«> much respect upon the world: 
They lose it that do buj it with much care. 

Bhakeipeare: Merchant of Vettiee. 

All the world's a, stage ; 
And all the men and women mereljr players. 

Shakespeare: As You lAke It. 

How weary, stale, flat, and nnprofltable 

Seem to me all the nsea of this world I 

iPye on'tt oh, fyel 'tis an unweeded garden, 

lliat growl to seed; things rank, and gross In 

Possess it merely. 

Bhakeapeare: Hamlet. 

This world is all a fleeting show. 
For man's illusion |pven; 
The smiles of joy, the tears of woe. 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 
There's nothing true but Heaven. 

Moore: This World is all a Fleeting Show. 



DigniodD, Google 



244 The Handbook of Quotations 

Fast hy, hui{piig in b. golden diain. 
This pendant world. In bfgiwBB as a star. 

Milttm: Paradise Lo»t. 



Like pilgrims to th' appointed plaoe we tend; 
Tha world's an inn, and death the jDume^s end. 
E'en kings but play; and when their part is done. 
Borne other, worse or better, mount the throne. 

Drj/den: Palamon and Aroite. 

O world! BO few the years we live, 
Would that the life which thoa doat ^<n 

Were life indeed 1 
Alasl ihy sorrows fall so fast. 
Our happiest hour it when at last 

The soul is freed. 

Ltmfffellour: Coplas de Manrique, 

The world is too much with us; late and Boon 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers: 
liittle we see in Nature that is oura; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon I 

Wordtworth: MiscelhmeoMa Bonneta, 

Tooth, Boyhood, Qlrlhood; aee Childhood. 

Ah I happy years! once more who would not be a 
boyt 

Byron: Childe Sarold. 

Fair lauf^s the mora, and soft the zephyr blows. 
While proudly riding o'er the acure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes. 
Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the helm; 
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B^srdleBB of the sweeping whirlwind's eway, 
That, bush'd in grim repose, expects his evening 
prey. 

Qnty: Bard, 

As it was better, youth 

Should strive, through act« uncouth. 

Toward nuikiiig, than repose on aught found made : 

Bo, better, age, exempt 

From atrife, should know, than tempt 

Further. 

Browning: Rabbi Ben Ezra, 

Hide me from my deep emotion, thou wondrona 

Mother- Age I 
Make me feel the wild pulsation which I felt before 

the strife. 
When I heard my days before me, and the tumult of 

my life. 
Yearning for the large excitement that the coming 

years would yield. 

fennjrson; Lookaley BaU. 

Youtb is lovely, age is lonely. 

LongfeUmo: Bimeatha. 

Standing, with reluctant feet. 
Where the brook and river meet. 
Womanhood and childhood fleet I 

LtrngfeUow: Maidenhood. 

How beautiful is youth! how bright it gleams 

With its illusions, aspirations, dreams! 

Book of Beginnings, Story without Snd, 

Ea<& maid a heroine, and each man a friend! . . . 
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All poBsibilities are in iU hands. 

No danger daunU it, and no foe withHtondBj 

Id its sublime audaci^ of faith, 

"Be thou removed I " it to the mountain saith. 

And, witli ambitious feet, secure and proud, 

Aaceada the ladder leaning on the cloud i 

Longfellow: UorituH BaUitamua, 

Into the river of mj life still flow 

Streams of delight from joutb's unfailing springs ; 

By every flower Utat blows and bird that sings 
My heart is thrilled aa in the long ago; 
All aspirations youthful dreamers know — 

For Man — tor self; the joy that service brings; 

Faith nitliout folly — honors void of stings; 
These qnencblesa orbs still keep my skies aglow. 

Jamet B. West: Aoroai the Line. 

Zeal, Batliiiflaun; see Taith. 

Zeal and dut; are not slow; 
But on Occasion's forelock watchful wait. 

Milton: ParadUe BegaineA. 

His leal 
None seconded, as out of season judg*d. 
Or singular and rash. 

Milton: Paradiie Loit. 

Zeal is stronger than fear or love. 

Longfellow: Tale& of a Wayaide Inn. 

\i yet could rest, 
e like himself possess'd. 
Oowper; Progreaa of Smr. 
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